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This book is dedicated in true humility to all those 
hapless human beings whom their fellow creatures, by 
one accident or another, for a moment or for eternity, 
have made into gods. A few have been great enough to 
endure godhead ; most of them have not. It has not 
mattered whether they could endure it, because they 
themselves have been of no importance to those who 
chose them for worship. They were made symbols and 
when they were compelled to this unearthly shape by 
that most powerful force on earth, the desire of men for 
a god, they were lost. No one will ever know such a 
one as he was meant to be, any more than anyone will 
ever know as a human being the Dalai Lama in Tibet, 
yesterday an old man, today a child. What he might 
have been as a man, a husband, a father, the citizen of 
a state, he will never be. His life as an ordinary man 
among men has been taken from him and the loss to 
him, as to all other gods, is irreparable. 

In the pages to come he is called, for convenience, 
Bert Holm. The name does as well as any. Readers 
may say he is like this one or that one of those they 
know. He is none. In so far as he is like one he is 
like all, as the woman who tries to be his wife is the type 
of all sensitive, true women who marry gods unaware. 
For such gods are alike. If they had difierences in the 
beginning the differences are soon obliterated, as in 
some countries the faces of stone images, which people 
set up for worship, are worn smooth and similar by 
the touch upon them of millions of adoring, pleading 
hands. And this resemblance is not only in the faces 
of gods. In their hearts is a common bitterness, whether 
the hour of their godhead was long or short and whether 
they loved or despised it. 



Although the theme of this luar! is a jniri 
• of American life as it is tocLiy, mmc 
'the characters represents any ailim! 
vidual and tiic story is entirely iniaginary. 



Chapter One 

Among the ranges of the Himalayan mountains 
there stands a certain lofty peak well known to 
mountain climbers but long unexplored. As lofty 
as others more famous, it presented a repellent face 
to those men who are urged, by what they do not 
know, to leave the lower surfaces of earth where 
people live, to ascend to peaks where people cannot 
live because they pierce too high a heaven. Therat, 
though not as high as Everest, yet was far too high 
for pleasure climbing. Mountain climbers looked at 
its high shouldered shape, fortressed with cliffs, and 
then said, If we are going to climb Therat we 
might as well try for Everest,” and because Therat 
thus fell between Everest and other peaks a little 
lower, it remained unconquered until a certain after- 
noon in July, in a year now well remembered, 
when Bert Holm, a young American, climbed the 
icy crag which was Therat’s crest and reached its 
top alone. 

That this feat might have anything to do with 
glory did not occur to him, partly because his 
imagination never carried him beyond the moment 
and partly because once he had reached the top and 
was coming down again, he grew alarmed at what 
Sir Alfred Fessaday, the head of the British Mfeteoro- 
logical Expedition to Therat, might say about it. 

This alarm grew acute toward the end of what 
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had in the morning promised to be one of tho,.- 
Himalayan days which seem to have no mil, sm 
early is the sunrise, so late the sunset, it was th.u 
promise which had given him the iinpuisr in ur <•! t 
the others and climb alone when it apprarn! th.K 


■ the expedition could not go on. 

Bert Holm had no business to he on the 
mountain at all. He was nothing but the mr. lumu 
whom Sir Alfred had brought along tn iis.i:i..,,r 
the two specially built American catcipilLu ii:n 
and he ought properly to have stayni with tii>' r 
trucks when they stopped in the liiofiiiiis, K:;! 
he had known since the beginiiiiig that w.hr:! lUt 
time came he was not going to stay with {hr;;i. 
When the expedition started up the nioiuu.ins h- 
appeared before Sir Alfred, hi.s greasv t ap jo !; 
hand, and upon his young and e-xtirmriv iianri . one- 
face a grin which Sir Alfred found, in t!ir iunh-f'* . 
of his sccretiy soft English heart, an arguniriu nut 
to be easily denied. 

“Ah, Bert Holm,” he remarked with re'snvr 
Whenever he felt this softening under his rilr, hr 
guarded himself. 

“Could I speak to you, Sir AliVed flr;i 
inquired. 

‘‘ You may,” Sir Alfred returned. 

“Please, sir, could I go up the m.iuiit.un wuh 
you ? ” 


Sir Alfred was amazed. A inech.init . .1 turjf'i 
who had never climbed, jeopardi/.e tijr di. t- . , 
this venture, whose important members, f\>rni the 
meteorologist, Nevil Lane, were all ti.durd Hut,, 
layan climbers and officers of the liriii jj Hmwi.n ,u 
Club ? 

“ Certainly not,” he said, looking ..was ,hr 
young mans face and over the blraklv Iw-autdal 
iibetan countryside beyomi hi.s tent dratr. 


2 



Vvt climbed a lot at home,” Bert said earnestly. 
“ I climbed everything in New York State that was 
higher than a hill and then one summer I ran away 
from home and climbed in the Rockies. Another 
year I climbed Pike’s Peak and Rainier.” 

“ This is a scientific expedition and not merely a 
climbing party,” Sir Alfred returned. “ Besides, you 
were brought along to look after machinery.” 

“ I know what you brought me for, but it ain’t 
exactly what I come for,” Bert retorted with a trace 
of stubbornness. 

Sir Alfred looked at the young man again. So 
far as he knew, he had not heard Bert say anything 
on the whole journey. He gave way to a slight 
curiosity. 

Why did you come ? ” he inquired. 

To climb,” Bert replied simply. 

Sir Alfred was silent. He was something more 
than a scientist and he knew it. A mere scientist 
would not at this moment be in a tent pitched 
outside a filthy ' Tibetan village. He would have 
been in a comfortable laboratory in England. Sir 
Alfred was first of all a lover of mountains, and 
because he thoroughly distrusted love in any form 
he justified its indulgence only by something as 
practical as science. That was why he had brought 
Nevil Lane, although his better judgment had told 
him that Lane was not fit for mountains. ‘‘ You 
like climbing, do you?” he asked, pulling the lobe 
of his right ear as he always did when in doubt. 

I’d rather climb than eat,” Bert replied, and 
added with a fresh grin, “ and I’d rather eat than 
anything else.” 

There was an extraordinary charm in this chap, 
it occurred to Sir Alfred. He had not noticed it 
before except to approve the tirelessness of Bert’s 
tall square-shouldered frame. But now the charm 
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could not escape notice. It poured from him, a 
compound of youth, extreme and obvious beauty,^ 
health and simplicity, all totally imcciucatcd, of 
course, and yet somehow needing no education in 
its unconscious self-sufficiency. “ 'i’hc chap se€m.s 
at home anywhere,” Sir Alfred thought, and liked 
him. He coughed and blew his no.se trcrneiuiously. 
Two dirty little Tibetan children who had b(!en 
peeping from the door fled. 

“ You won’t ask any special favours ? ” he .sui<! 
sternly to Bert. 

“ No, sir,” Bert replied promptly. So tlie old man 
was going to let him go ! 

Sir Alfred gave up to his heart. It was a fori iinatc 
thing he had no sons, he told himself; he’d have 
spoiled them. 

“ Very well,” he said .shortly, turning to his 
papers. “ Only mind you, I don’t want to he.ir 
anything from you — don’t want to know you’re on 
the mountain.” 

“No, sir,” Bert said joyfully, and disappeared. 

He had known so little that Bert was ahmg that 
when a week later, eight hundred feet from the (op 
of Therat, Nevil Lane dcvclopctl pncunioiiia, so that 
the expedition had to turn back, he had tiot missed 
Bert Holm until they set up camp that night, It 
had been a wretched camping place, but I.ane had 
been. too ill to make the further ojie. The l ibetan 
porters had fumbled over the tents and wept with 
the cold and moaned about the tianger fmm dm 
Mirka, the fantastic Snowmen who, they hrlievrd. 
inhabited the mountains. 

Where’s Holm? ” Sir Alfred shouted. 

It appeared that Holm wtis nowhere. N«» one 
had seen him all day. And Sir Alfred himself, 
^austed with anxiety over the rcspoirsibilidca of 
the moment, lost his temper and shouted ; 
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“ Trust the Americans not to be there when you 
want them ” 

But Holm did not appear even to deny this, and 
there was nothing for Sir Alfred except to go out 
himself and threaten the porters into obedience, 
while secretly he pitied their terrors. Therat was 
more terrifying by night than ever, and the enormous 
solemn moon, rising over the snowy ranges, only 
added the terror of pale cold light. He went 
into the sick man’s hut and between his attentions 
worried himself to nausea about Bert Holm, lost 
undoubtedly upon some slope of Therat’s icy breast. 
That he was also irritated did not lessen his worry. 

At a little after midnight he heard someone at 
the flap of the tent and he went out. There in the 
unearthly brilliance of the sinking moon he saw 
Bert Holm. He could have wept with relief, for 
Lane was certainly worse, and so he grew intensely 
angry. 

“ Where have you been, sir ? ” he roared at Bert. 

“ To the top,” Bert replied. 

“ Nonsense ! ” Sir Alfred cried. 

“ Yes, I was there,” Bert said. 

Sir Alfred stared at him. The chap was shaking 
with exhaustion. His face, even in the moonlight, 
looked burnt to a crust with snowlight. But he 
knew the look in the eyes. It was the right look, 
and his heart quivered. 

“You may consider yourself dismissed for in- 
subordination the moment you get back to the 
machines,” he said. “ You will be responsible for 
yourself and not return with me to England.” 

“All right, if you say so. Sir Alfred,” Bert 
returned Sir Alfred’s haughty stare with peaceable 
mildness. Nothing could happen now to make him 
care one way or the othCT. 

“ I guess I’ll go home* by myself then, Sir Alfred,” 
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he remarked. “ now to. I’ve done what 1 wanted 

to do.” ^ jjqIjji came to go back by 

That was how iierr xiu o ; 

way of China. 


„ u j . Jw, America knew, in a few weeks, 
Every o > People drank the story 

,*a, Bert Holm tad don^^ For what he had done 

of It into ^ disoiriting year took on a passionate 
in tot f on'.ar d^pirmag y actual meaning. 

5™p°e'’wer^r<!isinusioned, and Mghtened because 
tev were disfflusioned. Something had been lost. 
2 % said, out of life, something good and yoimg and 
^11 nf hooe The world was terrifying in its con- 
felon At ieast nothing was clearly right or wrong 

tL? atrtss tfe^miasma of general hopelessness 
had come the story of Bert Holm. Thousands of 

people lifted up their heads. A hero? There was a 
Lrt hesitation over this. Some ^ked could one 
be a hero at mountain cHmbing ? Others answered 
why not ? The poles were discovered, the oceans 
were flown, and man had not yet devised the means 
of exploring the stars. The great peaks of the 
Himalayas were all that was left unattained upon 
the earth, and Bert Holm had climbed one of the 
greatest, for only Everest and Pangbat was higher 
than Therat, and Bert was a hero. He had defied 
glacier and crevasse, and the dangers of avalanche, 
and alone in his own way he had done what a 
seasoned expedition had not been able to do. Even 
if pneumonia had been the cause for its failure, that 
did not change the fact of Bert Holm’s success. To 
succeed was proof. He was an American. The old 
spirit was not dead after all, though it had been, 
too long since there had been a hero in a nation 
that must have heroes. They had- made many 
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h<*rafs ItrrnrH in |u»nirrriiifr, lirmrs in war, hnmcs 
in rxplariiii^ niul in avi.aiau. Here wax the laK^xt 
hero-'-’U ia*\v \nit, a iir-ro of thf^ mianitains. In 
the olti iiay.s hr wuuhl Imw planted fhi* Anuair.an 
11a, ii; upeii flue fMji «4 ‘I!irrat, In their iinuidnatitni 
Anieriixur'i ^aw it iliere nuw. 

W1m> was lie With quit iveinnl inilHuns uf petq>lc 
elanuHirinit tu kfansq iWat Ihilni, takfui by stirprise 
!,)y repuHri . at Ninitapure and Hung Kt anq Shanghai 
ami Fekiinn ’>aid 'JeJ^ fhaf hf^ ua'aih anvhudy. 

liuwdid llir\ kieav ahteU lunn hr askent liintKelf 
siis|iiciiHisly , 

vSav, wluids Mmv game f he drinaiidriL They 
rnaretl with !anghwu\ nut helirving in his inuHeenee* 
Wfieii tlir\ prn»i\etl lie was iiui pretending, they 
explained dial .N|I Allied la ssadav tiad iiiruliiiiied 
Maiirthing in ikilmiiia* autl an Ainerii an repurier, 
(Mti fling it up, laid lahled a sna'v fu New York 
iiinnethalelv ; and newgiapris, tpiit; L lu fee! the 
pstpidar pulse, had drimuidrii by table full drtailx 
id’ Hell llulnds pa\!, lha! lhr\- iiiudn kiiuw what were 
the inalriial''. fiuin wlinh ftus hrru was |u be made, 
d he inalriials wnr guud. ftix father wax a 
Cirimn\ hr stub nr n the fuwii uf !vlisiv Falk in 
upstate Xriv Vuik, bni hr hiiiisrlf didiFl like the 
farm inmln Alter he hnislird hieji *a lu»ob hr ftninti 
a jtdi ill a gaiaee b*r a while. JInt hr neser liketi 
it, Mure than anulniig rb,r hr liked « hiiibing, He 
had planned d hr had iu*f f *»iiir mi ihii trip fu elimb 
iiiiwu Niagaia lailk %mtir day* iindmirafti the talk 
innirhnw* iitaslir m wiiiirr whrii the water was 
fi'fi/rn, ! alk iHrlf wms near deep gorges ami 

he ined in iliiiili aoniiid llir « lilk a lot. 

Over and ie. ri hr had iu!4t ihr saiiir ijiiirl sl«ir%q 
ttfvrr adding lo if «r i hanging ii, lie kniii'l, he 
liikl, really dniir iiiiyiiiirig anyway to make a fuss 
over ~ if was only iliai tnnditg itiiiic ici far lo cltinb 
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a mountain, he didn’t like to go 


home 


witliout 


'‘“S'a Sre. long prepared and ready for any Ha m,- 
caught this, and America began to uoihlup l.f it 
Holm. When Sir Alfred said it was rxUruuK 
dangerous to go alone like that to the <>1 n-r.it 
Americans reading their ncw.spapcr.s snor ed ;uul 
said of course it was dangcrou.s, but so had hr 
American Revolution been dangerous ! brudrs, 
Bert Holm had done it, hadn’t he, and eomr down 
safely again. It was crazy, but that was Auuth .m 

too. , , , 

And Bert Holm said yes, it was crazy, he R'lessed, 

but then he had always done what he wanted to do 
without askine if it were crazy or not, ii’ it was wh.u 


he wanted to do. 

And millions of people cried out that this was 
American, this youth, this simplicity and ei>ur.igr 
and modesty. He gave them hack their hojir m 
themselves and they began to believe all the>' i -lied 
to believe about him. There was always somriuir 
to tell a new story about Bert Holm aiul the .story 
flew from mouth to mouth, and there was no our 
to ask whether it were true or not, because no one 


in his heart wanted to know the (ruth. Truth svas 
sad and without romance ; truth made thriii lave the 
fact that theirs was not a good world or a pertri t 
country and that they themselva were thrudui r 
insecure. They thrust truth aside and dtti not uant 
to know it. Instead they clamoured to know wh.u 
he believed, and out of what he said they m.tde 
their new commandments. 

"Bert Holm Saysjaps Want To Fight U.S.A..” the 
newspaper headlines told them; " Bert Holm I Jet hires 
National Defences Weak,” “Bert Holm (Itiiisider.s 
Airplanes Dangerous,” “ Bert Holm Believes Work! 
Needs Religion.” ’l^atever he did, whatever he 
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said, people* toftk if and wnvc it iiptat thr Imuih that 
made inaipe lur Hart f{i»iin. 

llm.s ever)' .small thi’ra at»< ail tinf Iftthii \hM 
their material. He wa-miMt mairiial. Hietaa 
tlum'eportc'rs had asked him a . “ Are \mii iiriHieth 
Mr. Ihdm?'' To whtHi Ik-ii !!< 4 ai i^.i i .itro%rird 
.shortly, aftea* a seartrlv imiaed pasr-ra ** Am. Tin 
not.’" Ami tiien he had VMur* mu ftf \a\ he liadnh 
liad tiirie tor ipids nna !i Vud ihv. in ihr 

pr(»pIeA worship. I h- a, a pmra tn a lime tHirn 
pf'ople vverf' tireiniiiiea. to 'ima-a m| the u ♦vai iin' 
purity and to hr atiaid mI thru itwu \%ul.r iarvi, 
havin.ii; still somr fmrird i riiamil u am r in ihrm dial 
onec they haii temn tau.dil dial llirir wrir dear 
things, now mitHoiii* latli'd '.m and hrll 

'They elainmiiril hir llrii fhiim i»i » Minr fennr 
where tttey iotild see Inin, fliMiieh fhr paprii. nrir 
full uf his phalf aph’K. lie wa\ tall afid hloial arid- 
goothionkiint in the \^a^ fltri h e. rd t»e%f ||i% tihir 
eyes looked oiii i»l a laM" imiuialh yiair unid 4 
ehilcrs smile 1 haoinai if it»mplrlr!%% ami iir4 laO iiair 
was alwavs ittiiihlrd, }fi^. pa our lavni in 

Shanghai in his iliiiitmii: omhp agaimf an atfifnial 
haekgronnd, and oiif id mii fi Hiinalavaii ♦hmsii tir 
liiokrtl at fltr who lookeii at him af tifeaklatf 

tables and on oiliwas% am! in itffnri and 11 aim ami 
hoinrs. And in ihr rouiir-. 1*1 mans huiri', 
olf{ and yoiimp hr hwAril af shnn m| Alir^p 
trainrs lltry Immdn fur the piiinin ihr\ , ui mii *4 
newspapers. " Hr A .%%srri f ** ihrv imiiiiiiiirtl, raih 
to her own lirari, liiraiininp 
^llr %vas iittr imilir 10 Vjitrinl^rt . fie 
going In liiiriv, hr lanl lArnluitlv f-Ti inin tic 
oiiglit 111 irr iVliiig in Jong .1% hr wai in I dims. 

And people, reading, mpainrii itirnisrHri, *im 1 
smiled, lie wai imi gmiig to lir tpiikfl* iJirii, m 
soiiieiiiiitti llirir Iirrnei hml tirrii, 'I iicy lawilcl Miely 
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pour out their worship and they gloried in thr way 

he went on being simply the honest met Iniau'. 

Their warmth overflowed into organ I zniL^ bcri Htilm 

clubs everywhere to collect money Inr th<‘ hrnu 
to welcome him home, until the pirsuiciU nl ihr 
American Alpine Club, alarmed at tin* ptissdnhi irs n 
Bert Holm’s not getting all that was given, orgaiu/rd 
a central bureau for collection and annouin rd that 
when Bert came home he would iind liiiiiselt a rit ii 
man. 

And of course no one cared anything more ahmit 
what Sir Alfred Fessaday had to say. It rvnmmed 
for Sir Alfred only to declare the cxp«*dition titin lally 
closed. Later, he announced, he would atiat k tlir 
mountain again with his properly aca* r c -d i t ed si ■ i f * n ti - 1 v , 
since the purpose of the trip was purely srionfUu . 
Sometimes in a small group Sir AllVt'd wmt luuhrr 
to say that it had been of no scimtilio \ alur tiuif 
young Holm had rushed to the tig) ahuir, aud 
that there was no definite proof that tin* riiap liad 
ever really reached the top, though he* liid latt doubt 
he had. There was no reason to luiimr hr w.ts 
dishonest And except for the cold aud tin' altitudr, 
the roughest climbing was over wheir fhrv had 
encamped when Lane was taken so ill. hnun tUrrr 
on the climb was gradual, at least until thr Li t 
hundred feet Weather conditions vv<m\ (T tmu! 
frightful, and in mountain climbing lir h.ul uwrv Irlt 
he could take responsibility wlien it was oiniou'a\ 
dangerous for his men to go on. Ur pirlrirrd in 
stop and do it more safely and slowly, siiu r hi-, wri r 
scientific expeditions and not stitnt trips, Ihudtlr';, 
when so valuable a man as Nevil Lane was thrrairnrti 
with pneumonia it was his duty to bring him down, 
Undoubtedly his life had been saved t>y the dei iLm. 

But publicly Sir Alfred said nothing like this. 1 fe 
merely smiled and agreed when he was uillrd ujion 
10 



for enthusiasm about Bert Holm. Bert was a good 
mechanic, and one had to say he put on no side 
whatever about what he had done — had run like a 
hare, in fact, from the reporters and photographers 
in Calcutta, at least. Undoubtedly the chap had 
had no idea what was waiting for him in America. 
When they asked Bert Holm what he was going to 
do when he got home, he said he didn’t know. 

The day was hot in Peking. Over the city there 
hung a vague moist cloud, unusual to that city even 
in August, and as noon drew on it sank slowly of 
its own weight into courtyards and alleyways. It 
penetrated even the foreign quarter where the hotels 
were, and carried its faint stench into the large 
comfortable room where Mr. and Mrs. Tallant and 
their daughter Kit sat in silence, dressed in the 
thinnest possible garb. The silence was pardy 
exhaustion after a morning of sight-seeing, but 
partly, too, it was a family understanding that when 
one was absorbed, one was not interrupted. 

Mr. Tallant, however, was restless. He rose and 
roamed about the room, smoking a cigar and 
glancing now and then at his wife. She had the 
newspaper he wanted to read and he was impatiently 
waiting for her to get through with the society news 
in order that he might examine the really important 
financial columns. He had somehow to make up 
his mind how to cable his bank directors in New 
York on the matter of a Chinese loan, when silver 
was dropping every day like a weighted parachute 
under the threat of Japanese invasion. He pulled 
at his already open collar. 

“ I do believe even the climate is worse here in 
Peking than it used to be ! ” he said. 

Mrs. Tallant did not hear, but Eat looked at him 
with her slow slight smile that seemed always to 
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come from such a depth in her that wlum it rcacJu'cl 
the surface of her dark eyes and soft liill lips, it 
brimmed but scarcely stirred them. Kit was sittini^ 
at the small Chinese tabic which .served as a de.sk, 
writing in her book. She looked cool in luT Innnping 
pyjamas of clear yellow silk, but then .she ahv.iy.s 
looked cool on the outside. Her father knew her 
well enough to know it was merely t‘xtenial, timusdi 
he pretended to no great kiunvledge of women, 
being fixed in the common conviction ol' men that 
women were not to be understood by ratitma! 
beings. Nevertheless, though he <lisliked women in 
general, he was fond ofhis own wife anti hi.s dau:;hler.s 
without feeling any necessity or indeed tiesire to 
understand them. He was too busy a m.ui for that 
sort of thing. 

“Aren’t you about through with that jciper, 
Dot?” he asked Mrs. Tallant in a voice that w.i.s 
mild by habit. 

Mrs. Tallant apparently did not hear this, hut 
she suddenly looked over the top of the paper at her 
daughter. 

“ Bert Holm is in Peking, Kit ! ” .she laimetl. 

Kit Tallant did not answer. She wa.s listening to 
something that neither of her ptirent.s he.tni. ( hit 
of the confusion of street noises licnealh tim open 
window_ her ear had plucked a wiry thread .4’ 
tantalizing melody played upon u ’lwo-.strinip-d 
Chinese violin. She stopped writing ami tlrrw a 
few hasty lines and bars and jottctl tiown 
Then the unseen musician turned a corner or 
entered a door and took his melody with him. She 
listened, thinking, “ Now FII never kntiw the etui ! ” 

“ Kit, did you hear me say Bert Holm w imrr ,•* " 
her mother inquired. 

Yes, I did, Mother,” she said. She p»i down 
her pen and ht a cigarette. Listlras .u she feU, it 



was no use pretending she had not heard the name 
of Bert Holm. She was gently interested to find 
that now, though she was too modern to believe in 
eternities, even a slight curiosity stirred in her. Not 
for a long time, months at least, had she felt that small 
curiosity about any man’s name. She was still in 
love with Norman and saw no hope of not being in 
love with him except that she knew anything ended, 
of course, if one could only weather it to that point 
of its conclusion. 

“ Did you know Bert Holm was coming to 
Peking ? ” Mrs. Tallant inquired now. 

No, I didn’t, Mother,” she replied. 

Mrs. Tallant yawned and tapped her mouth with 
her hand. No one could possibly have mistaken 
her nationality. Her fresh good looks, though she 
was not really pretty, the energetic lines of her body 
even in repose, and her pleasant but slightly domineer- 
ing air announced her American by birth and long 
breeding. ‘‘ I’m crazy to see him after all the fuss 
he’s made,” she said, laughing a little at herself. 
She yawned again and handed the newspaper to her 
husband, smiling with wifely tolerance. ‘‘ Always 
the good old business man,” she said cheerfully. 
She reached to a small table near her for a cigarette 
and an old magazine. Well, don’t let me bother 
anybody, but it’s awfully hot, isn’t it ! ” 

Broiling,” Kit agreed, and turned back to her 
book. In the silence she tried to finish what she 
was doing, a silly poem ” she would have called 
it, careful never to take herself seriously any more. 
But she could not go on. The melody had driven 
her own lines out of her head, as though the blind 
musician, walking away, had drawn all melody with 
him. She felt hot and a little fretful and restlessly 
she began drawing heads of nobody on the page. 
She was so empty that in her idleness she began 
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actually to wonder about Bert Holm and mountain 
climbing and all the remoteness of his aciv<-nlnrcs. 
Everybody knew about him even a month ago 
when they had left home. Blind and deaf and dumb 
as she had been then in her own first sorrow, .still 
she could not keep from hearing his name and sc'eing 
headlines and knowing a little of wliat he had done. 

So now, though with her own lie.ut inoi king hn, 
she listened to what her mother said. I'licre was so 
little to do when the heart refusial it.s interest in 
anything. Even Peking could then liccoim* sad, and 
palaces merely the ruins of dreams unfuifilh cl. ^lis. 
Tallant had taken the paper back tigain in a moment 
when Mr. Tallant laid it down to put together some 
figures, and she began to read aloud in her quick 
crisp way what it said to tlic last detail aliout Bert 
Holm. 

“ Mr. Holm is no longer with the I'’e.ssaday ex- 
pedition. Sir Alfred was called back to England, 
but Mr. Holm is returning homeward by way of 
China. The American Consul will entertain Mr. 
Holm at luncheon today at the consulate — - ’’ 

Mrs. Tallant broke off. “ Why, Kit, we’ll meet 
him today then ! ” 

There was mild excitement but no triumph in 
Mrs. Tallant’s voice. She came of an old .kmeriean 
family and so did Mr. Tallant and she had met 
too many important people to show e.xeitemeut over 
anyone like Bert Holm, who after all, came of what 
she tolerantly called “very plain people.” Mr. 
Tallant had represented his own New York hanking 
firm in most of the capitals of the world and every- 
body was glad to meet him and his wife. JMrs. 
Tallant when she was younger had been pre,senled 
at the Court of St. James’s. But it had not seemed 
worth while to go on with that sort of thing. She 
was robustly democratic in spite of a healthy and 
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human amount of snobbery, and there had been 
something about European society even then which 
she did not like. 

“ Not that I care, of course,’^ she said, now. If s 
funny, though, isn’t it, Robert ? A young mechanic 
the nation’s hero overnight ! It may be romantic 
and silly, but I like it.” Her rather too bright blue 
eyes grew soft. 

But Kit thought, now drawing vague circles and 
squares, there must be more than a farmer’s son, 
more than a mechanic, inside Bert Holm’s tall body. 
There must be imagination to have led him alone 
through the dark and snowy dawn. How desperately 
lonely were the tops of mountains ! She herself was 
greatly afraid of loneliness — not of being alone, but 
of the present deep intense solitariness which kept 
her alone in any company. There could be nothing 
in the world so solitary except a mountain crest 
where no human being had ever been. Think of 
breathing for the first time air that had never been 
breathed, of seeing what human eye had never seen 
and knowing that the snow upon which one stood, 
and beneath it the ageless rock, were all untouched 
by human presence ! 

‘‘I will ask him when I have the chance,” she 
thought, what he felt at that moment.” 

“ I believe,” Mrs. Tallant said out of deep reflec- 
tion, “ I’ll wear that striped silk of mine. After all, 
it will be a formal occasion. I suppose, Robert, 
you will have to sit on the left, for once, because 
naturally today they’ll give the place of honour to 
Bert Holm.” 

Mr. Tallant did not answer for a moment. He 
had taken the paper away from her again and was 
reading it, rubbing one side of his large nose slowly 
with his forefinger as he did so. He and the consul 
were going to talk over those Chinese loans after the 
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luncheon today. It was the main reason why he 
had come to China, though he would not have told 
either his wife or daughter this, and so far as they 
knew it was a vacation. He never helicvt-d in 
talking business with the women of one’.s family. 
Business was not women’s affair. Besides, lie took 
pride in sparing his women all that .sort ol thing. 
They had a good time and bought tludr pretty 
dresses and went to Europe or Florida when they 
liked. He had no son, and his other daughter, 
Gail, had married his junior partner, who was u 
decent fellow as men went. As for his ihuigliler Kit, 
she was a cute little thing, though with that < lecasii mal 
flare-up of temper over incomprehensible m.ttier.s. 
and he had sent her to the bc.st .scliools and she had 
made Phi Beta Kappa in college, whii'h was some- 
thing to be proud of even if tlicre were no need of 
it for a woman. Since .she was fairly pretty, of eourse 
she would marry, though so far slut had not had 
the boys around her the way Gail had tit her age. 
Dottie had said something about that play-writing 
fellow Linlay, but it had not come to anything, ile 
looked at Kit. She was writing again in her hook - - 
a pretty thing she was, in her quiet dark-eyed way. 
He was proud of the looks of all his women, espn ially 
of his wife. When he looked at the women some men 
had to cart around he pitied them. 

“ I don’t care where I sit,” he an.sw('red. ... If 
the Chinese government could give any .sort of 
security, he hated the Japanese enough to take tjp 
those loans. Though why should he feel diut way 
about the Japs ? The president of the Osaka Specie 
Bank had given him an enormous dinner mul he had 
seen the best of Japan when he was there. Reas<»n- 
less dislike, maybe, but there it was. One nnihl not 
help it any more than one could help falling in love. 



But James Ciarlrttui, the Ainerlean fianuB tihl ftnt 
put Bert H<)lm at his wilr^s rie;ht, iiur iiaieeal al her 
left. Bert Ihihii was half-way ilnwii thr Juia; fable 
aiui, yotiug and pretty white wnmeii lieiiii^ rare i« 
Peking, beside him was Kit *ra!!ant, as Irinpurarilv 
the yauntpssf and preffies! woman. Shr* had MUiir 
in late, having gone hrsf fo a nniu' shop where she 
liad seen ivory .seals a tew dasn firtorr. Utrre had 
Inam one she liloa!, a tiny mmintain peak t arvrd 
delii’ateiy out of ivory, witli the Inpirr of an olii man 
clinging in its side. But todav ^he was not Mine she 
want<al if, altfU' all. W hat \siinld she d** wnh it, stir 
tltougltt, turning if over and over in her hands 
Then seeing how late it was, she put it down and 
warn! awav, tellintf the old drain she \viiu!d denitr 
and might come bm k atfer !uiu!ir«im People 
were just giuiig info the diiiintprooin wfirn she 
reai'lual the na'epfitut room ot the I'onsulalr anil she 
had time onfv fi»r a mfuneiilK rlasp td iter }i»ofrsi*!i 
hand and to hear her iiniriniir, ** Tve put yon w%l 
to the young mam my tlear/* 

When stir rnn lied her seal he wa!i alreadv iherri 
staiHiing very tall and silent, He wan oniv a litjy, 
she saw at oner with her qiiii’k upward look, and 
her liiekering interest frIL M hen they all wo down 
ami fora iiiomeiii she ihoiighl stir wmihi imi talk 
just wain {lesidrs, evrrsb»‘dy was htolaug at llrfl 
Ilolnn Mrs, (kirlriiui Iramal towaird tniii, ftir riiltlr 
tif her liiey gown tailing at rosi her plair, 

** I raiPf if!l you how rsitiitfd wr all are almni 
you, Mr* Holm ! ** she sailed, 

Artiyitil the lahlr faitw inriird toward llrri Iliilm. 
It Will diliinik fur ttim. Kit ifnnighi. How* riiwld 
anyone iivoiil looking sd!> i Itui hr fiiily will in a 
hearty youiig vmr, IiK gtmd in tw kirk/* fie 
Imiglicil ti little* *** I guw yon know wlial 1 ntrtii^ 
Mrs. Carlrifiii f I mean aiinuii; Afnrrkwii agaiii*’* 



A warm little glow went over the tab e. hat h< 
had said was pleasant and plain and without c um < it. 
kople looked at him kindly and then tumi d to thr.r 

Kit tool «p her spoon. Whot did a l..■to sa v to 

eirl ? Better to let him begin ! He nuist lu ah t .id> 

growing used to chtittcring, too euthuMaslir women 
Besides! she thought wilfully, ior hem-ll shr wouUl 
rather have had him Sir Alln-d. Mw hkrti nu-n 
older than this one. She hated all young men j.m 
now. Asserting her hatred, she iumvd the uiii 
French consul on her right and began ioUilk to hiai 
in her rather conventional French. She was nui 
very good at languages though she so hno'd pnriry, 
both to read and to write. Unit is, it wliat sa«‘ 
wrote was poetry? li it was not now, sonu.' da\ 
it would be. She lived in a coniusum of evuicisrii 
and romance. Nothing \vouId ever luip|H‘!i to liri 
again — this was her cho.scm mooii. Ai tn.illy slie 
knew anything might happen. 15ut that was not to 
say she was good at languages. She was not, r\ri3 
in English. When feeling was clear in her, she haad 
to let it distil before she cmikl find thr v. a% in sprak 
it. And then all the rush of her lerliua. i anar to 
nothing but a few words, a v<a'se or two, v. liu h stir 
always thought good at lirsl and later ti* pord, 

“Have you, MadeinoLscdk* 'ralleaU. .d-m t!ir 
Temple ofFIcaven?^' the Frendi coirul a -krd lirr 
carefully. He was staring down into his c-okl jrilirii 
soup as though he did not inuiersiaiid il anti fr.trrd 
it as a new American dish. 

“Yes, Monsieur,’’ she said, arnl then went on a 
little recklessly, “I did not care for it, 'llib i:i 
reprehensible, I know, since it is so uiui !i prai.rd. 
But it seemed to me formal and coltl. Yrt pn lmyr, 
one should so worship a just Gotl, who semis rain 
and sun on all alike.” 
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at 1 f murmured and cast a startled look 

V'. H^e tasted his cold soup and put his spoon 

>Wn at: once, discouraged, and then painstakingly 
ic inclinodl his ear to the lady on his own right, and 
s ie was alone again. I frightened him, talking 
she thought with pleasure. 

i. nat: is^ to all practical purposes she was alone. 
Bert Holm continued to eat heartily although the 
day was so hot. She could feel his silence encasing 
mitt liko an armour. He might be shy or he might 
be coneoitod, she thought. If she had done what 
he liadL jnst: done, which would she be ? Doubtless 
shy c: no ugh, though she hated her shyness which 
i aiano ov"or* her like a spasm when she least wanted it. 
But it was of no importance to her whether he spoke 
ur was silont. 

Jvleanw^hile, Bert Holm glanced secretly at her 
do wix wax'd drooping lashes. 


. - . HIo was as hungry as hell and at first he had 

not notiood her much. She was not the sort you 
wtniid. -AkUd then this dame on his left kept warm- 
iiift to him the way women did. He had turned 

to his right to get away from her, and then he saw the 
girPs eyolashes. He had never seen such lashes. 
All her card said. He did not often listen 

U) people’s names, but; he had heard of the Tallants 
--read in the Sunday papers about them. They 
were High olass — now he remembered. He had 
smi pictuxos of a Tallant girl, but not this one. 
This oucj w^a.s kind of cute and he had not talked to 

ii girl sinco oh well, not in a coon's age ! You 

rciukirii^t count these Chinese sing-songs, or whatever 
yim c alled them, that he had seen last night at that 
kmt tiie Chinese guy had given him. 

she was quiet! He made it a rule to 
Id iiic wonxa.li speak first. Then he knew where he 
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was at without giving himself away. But she did 
not say a word. He would have to begin. . . . 

“ Do you like mountain climbing ? ” he asked 
suddenly. 

She looked up surprised, and there were his blue 
eyes looking down at her with self-possession. 

“ Why, I believe he’s conceited after all ! ” she 
thought, and widened her own dark eyes to perverse 
innocence. 

“ No, do you ? ” she asked. 

His look did not waver. “ Yes, I do,” he answered. 
He turned away from her and she was not sure 
whether he was angry with her or only unaware 
of her mischievous intent. A Chinese manservant 
brought fish and set it before him and he began to 
eat it. How absurd she had been, she thought, to 
fbink she could ever ask him what he felt when he 
stood on the top of that lonely peak ! What would 
this boy feel indeed ? She was going to dislike him 
after all, and she was glad of it. Dislike was easy 
to her these days and, on the whole, pleasant. It 
confirmed the darkness of her mood. 

“ You have to know how to do it, like anything 
else,” he said abruptly. “ Most people don’t know 
how.” He looked at her. “ I don’t know why you 
shouldn’t do some mountains well enough, for a girl. 
Did you ever climb ? ” 

She shook her head. He was quite serious and 
not making fun of her at all, nor had he grasped her 
malice. She stopped smiling and listened to him, 
incredulous of such simplicity. 

“ Most people eat just before they start. I’ve 
found that was a mistake. It’s much better to start 
a couple of hours after a meal, or else after eating 
just a little something— — ” 

“ Tell me,” she interrupted, making up her mind 
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suddenly to ask, after all, what was it like on the 
mountain top when yon reached it ? ” 

He looked at her again, and she saw for the first 
time the fiill blueness of his eyes. They were the 
brightest, clearest, most willow porcelain blue she 
had ever seen, and as he looked at her she seemed to 
perceive him as he had looked out over that stretch 
of the globe which only his blue eyes had seen. What 
had they seen? One could not be sure what he 
was, but at least these eyes were totally different 
from the dark ones she remembered with such pain. 
That, at any rate, was relief. 

The woman at his other side was saying some- 
thing in a clear, imperative voice. He turned 
toward her. 

Yes, ma’am ? ” he asked. 

Did you have any idea/’ the woman demanded 
brightly, ‘‘just what you were doing, Mr. Bert Holm, 
when you started up Mount Therat ? ” 

“ No, ma’am,” he answered. 

He turned to Eit again. 

“ It was awful cold for one thing, you can bet on 
that,” he said to her. I don’t remember thinking 
about much except how cold my feet were.” He 
paused and lowered his voice a little. "‘The truth 
is — I hadn’t really planned anything. But that 
morning when we had our orders not to go any 
further and the men were packing to go down, I 
looked up and I saw the top of the mountain, as quiet 
as a hill at home. " Heck ! ’ I said to myself, ‘ I’ve 
gone through a lot to get here. I guess I’ll just 
keep a-going.’ I could go a lot faster alone — take 
short cuts and aU and I guessed it wouldn’t take 
me more than a day to do it. By night I’d be back 
at the camp.” 

“ It was dangerous,” she said. “ Suppose you 
had slipped.? ’’ Not that she would have cared but 



she was ciirious about the way people behaved in ex- 
tremity. If, for instance, she found herself in danger 
of death, would it seem worth while to save her- 
self? 

He gave his first laugh, a short dry laugh. “ Y eah, 
but I didn’t ! ” And after chewing a moment, he 
added, “ I don’t know how it is, but I always seem 
to have luck.” 

He turned to a new dish set before him, and she 
saw his profile, clear and boyishly handsome. At 
her right the French consul, reassured by familiar 
roast duck and rice, was asking, “ Have you seen 
the Forbidden City also. Mademoiselle Tallant ? ” 

She turned to reply, and then remembered that 
Bert Holm had not really told her how he felt upon 
the mountain top. She must remember to ask him 
again before the dessert. But the French consul 
kept his hold, and when she glanced at Bert Holm 
the woman beyond was talking again and she saw 
only the nape of his sunburned neck, where his fair 
hair grew smoothly down into tow as soft and white 
as a blonde child’s. Then suddenly a moment later, 
she thought, or imagined, that his shoulder touched 
hers more than accidentally. She was repelled by 
the touch, accidental or not. It came again — his 
shoulder was against hers. She withdrew a little. 
No, she could not be sure, though it would not be 
surprising. He would be the sort of man who would 
begin Kke that, she thought scornfully. But the table 
was crowded and the Chinese boys pressed in between 
the guests as they served them. And his shoulders 
were broad. Perhaps she was wrong. Perhaps she 
imagined easily in her too sensitive state. The 
American consul was asking Bert something ; no, he 
was teasing him a little. She turned her head to 
listen. 

“ I suppose we shall see your face upon the silver 
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and all that, Mr. Holm ? With a cardboard 
^•^^^latain behind you ? ” 

* ^O) you won’t, Mr. Garleton,” the young man 
nswcred instantly. “ I won’t fall for anything like 
When I go to the movies I want to see some- 
else except my own mug.” 

^ _Evcryone laughed at his earnestness, but she could 

them liking him too. He was likeable — she felt 
^ spite of her will to dislike him. 

, * -All I want now,” Bert Holm was saying, “ is to 

<5 home for a while and get some of my mother’s 
cooking.” 

Surely the mountains will lure you again,” the 
beyond exclaimed, rattling her long Chinese 
sold, earring. 

I’ll want to climb some more mountains, sure,” 
answered, “ but not right away.” 
t, _Everyone laughed again and Mrs. Carleton rose. 

Coffee on the veranda,” she said, and they all rose 
With her. 

_ On the big veranda Kit stood a little apart, sip- 
ping her coffee. She felt dull and sad once more. It 
begun to rain out of the morning’s heavy grey 
shy 5 and the thickly planted garden of the old con- 
^tHate sent up a hot steam, too earthy for fragrance, 
i he rain held the heat of the August day and the 
hig-b. brick walls shut off all hope of a breeze. People 
about in momentary silence, oppressed by too 
inuch food and the damp midday heat. Most of 
them were too fat. They had the soft and effete look of 
those who live in a foreign country and concern them- 
selves with nothing except their own welfare there. 

^ Among them Bert Holm stood fresh from the 
Himalayas, alert and lean and hard. He was quite 
beautiful. Kit thought restlessly, if one cared for his 
type. But then it was nonsense to pretend that any- 
one, any woman at least, did not care for it. Gold 
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as she was where young men were concerned a.n<^ 
never lilce Gail, she too could see die beauty in hi^* 
broad shoulders and fleshless hips and in the higti 
colouring of his blond hair and blue eyes and browi"^ 
sldn. Or was it only that she had had enougl'J- 
sufiering from a man who did not look at all lilies 
Bert Holm ? 

When this came into her mind, she put it away 
again. She had left America to escape Normari 
Linlay — no, let her be honest. She had left America 
because he had first left her. If she had told her 
father that she had been sccredy engaged to a man 
who deliberately broke the engagement, he would 
have been ridiculous and old-fashioned enough to 
want to demand honourable amends. But what wero 
honourable amends in her generation when the man 
one loved said simply that he had ceased to love in 
return ? One smiled and quite understood — and 
said goodbye and good luck and all the short casual 
things people say when they are going to be nothing* 
to each other after having been everything. She 
wished that she had had the courage to destroy even 
his picture. Some day she would do it, of course - 
To be faithful in the old silly vapourish sense was 
absurd. She had no wish to pine for lost love, and 
she earnestly desired to be healed and rid of it. But 
she had not yet been able to destroy Norman’s 
picture. It was still in her trunk, under her things- 
The question each morning was whether she could 
get through the day without looking at it, though to 
look at it, she knew, was as empty of joy as to awaken 
again from the dream. She despised herself as she 
wept, and yet she always wept. 

Especially she could not tell her mother. She 
would have been sick with shame to tell her mother. 
Her mother would have insisted, “But, Kit, yot* 
simply didn’t manage things properly ! Men don’t 
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know themselves what they want — or did another 
kind of woman get hold of him ? 

If . there had been another kind of woman, it 
would have been easier to tell and easier to bear. 
But there was not. He said so, and she believed 
him. No, she had not been able to keep alive the 
love she had awakened in him, that was all. He was 
clever and full of a talent that might be more ; his 
play had been a great success last year in New York. 
It was about a farm family, a hard-driving, brutal 
play which externally she admired and yet which her 
instincts hated. 

Nor had it been possible for her to tell her sister 
Gail, so well married and so complacent over her two 
children and equally complacent over having no 
more. Gail would have been ironical about it. She 
would have said decidedly. You shouldn’t have 
let it come to such a pass. One can always tell when 
a man is growing cool — there are ways. Why 
didn’t you come to me ? Men aren’t very clever, 
bless them ! If you wanted him. Kit, you should 
have been careful.” 

It would have been impossible to explain that 
though she had wanted Norman with all her heart, 
she did not want to be careful, because she did not 
want him unless he wanted her. That was her foolish 
romanticism, but then, there it was. She could not 
help it any more than the curl in her hair. Gail 
would have said that was nonsense, that you had 
to make men think they wanted you or else how 
would they know it ? Look how she had managed 
Harvey ! He was a determined bachelor and man 
about town until she had made up her mind, after 
getting over a young love luckily, that she wanted 
Harvey Crane, old enough to be depended upon 
no matter what she did — and was he not per- 
fectly happy? ^‘ No one could deny it, Gail,” Kit 



murmured in her imagination/^ btif ! 

be happy married to Harvey or lo 

to manage to get.” 

She demanded, ol ronro', f" * 

marriage. What was at iauh u.i' ran 
expectancy of life nmianee, j,. .:;:; . s 

trip, a friendship she w.is alv, r\;.r 

much of even quite small fhin,^:-.. 
she knew better. I'hcii how al^oirO v. Or 3 
tion of marriage, so huge tli.ti 0 
prehension and complete rria^av-o 
human beings ! Ihe trutli w.e; that 1 
were in love, the less they ciaiiysr-o'* . r 
and the less relaxed they cu::!d o-" r.i 
Merely the presence <d*one v ! 

the heart tense and mmatureJ in 0 i^rAi 
had a curious thturv dial i! thr w ;; 
being were thus disturl^rti fj;r\ r-. 0 

wrong. Norman always di'Onror.i i:,m ^ 
They would have hnm 

She leaned against the wn • 
veranda a little wearily. \h. ir,r *,\[i v. .. 
self. That was the liantea 
not Norman — it was tfiat fJir?r vi.v 
to hold his love. She learrd r. V';,v: 
not very intcresliiig or e\rid::/ ; ^ 

a great deal She wanieil ^ ; ; 

how beginsiraight t>{f'the w.r. t y •, r 
Take care, dear ! ** Xfr-;. v 

wouldn't trust lliat raduig ;!■ I v. '‘o- ■ 

She moved away. ** it 1 ^- 1 , , 

murmured. 

“Yes, but you Wnu!fin*t hr..- r '' , , ^ 
ants eat away the iuMde. i-a g;f, ^ 
rainy weather,” Mrs. Carlerm ^ 

look all right unii! ytni Irati mo :hmo * 
you downd^ 

sill 



Kit smiled vaguely for thanks, moved away, and 
then saw her mother talking to Bert Holm. Her 
mother had gone straight to him after luncheon in 
her bright, self-possessed fashion. Her father was 
nowhere to be seen, nor was Mr. Carleton. The 
others were talking together languidly. She could 
hear the French consul asking his questions of Mrs. 
Carleton in his careful English. She went toward 
her mother diffidently, not knowing quite what to 
do with herself. She was at once repelled and 
comforted by her mother’s arm that reached out as 
she drew near and enfolded her. Mrs. Tallant was 
at her brightest with Bert Holm. 

I was just saying to Mr. Holm, dear, that he 
must come to see us when we get home to Glen 
Barry. We have some very nice hills of our own, Mr. 
Flolm. I think you’d enjoy climbing them. Of 
course they aren’t the Himalayas — but we’ve had 
fun on them, haven’t we, Kit ? ” 

‘‘ More fun than we’d have on the Himalayas, I 
suspect,” she answered, trying to smile. 

“ Gosh, I’d love to come ! ” Bert Holm answered 
instantly. He grinned cheerfully to show startlingly 
strong white teeth. His hand holding the small 
21hinese porcelain coffee-cup was big and clean — a 
jood hand, except for blunt fingers. 

Kit, Mrs. Tallant observed, was looking yellow 
Lgain. What was the matter with the child ? So 
lifficult — so much more difficult than Gail had 
ver been ! She smiled beamingly at Kit and said 
nth determined cheer : 

“ And now, dear, what about the afternoon ? 
ince it’s raining, I suppose you can’t ride to the 
Western Hills, can you? She’s a great horseback 
der, Mr. Holm ! Besides, Kit, I don’t know 
hen your father ... he said we weren’t to wait, 
o you know, deiar, I think I shall go back to 
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that silk shop and see if there is any more of that 

^eensilk. Don’t you want to come wth me ? IW 
afraid I have just a few yards short of what I want 
if we are going to use it for the library curtains ' 
and it would be effective with the new Chinese 
furniture I’m getting -in spite of your father ! 

She laughed and looked at Bert Holm with tlie 
habitual coquetry of a well-preserved middle age- 
“ Mr. Tallant says he won’t sit on Chinese chai^^s 
if i do get them ! But he’ll get used to them — he’ll 

have to ! ” . 

Kit Tallant felt Bert Holm stanng at her and stie 
felt him thinking slowly that maybe he might ask 

her-" — 

“No, thank you, Mother,” she said quickly- 
“ I’m going back to the ivory shop. I’ve made U-p 
my mind about that seal. I want it.” 

Now he was going to ask her. How simple he 
was, she thought scornfully, and still let him go on- 

“ Could I come with you ? ” he asked. He flung 
his head boyishly to toss back his hair. “ I haven’t 
been anywhere yet in Peking or seen anything since 
I came, except a big dinner last night in some 
Chinese hotel.” 

“ Why, of course you can,” Mrs. Tallant said 
comfortably. “ I don’t really like your going about 
alone anyway. Kit, when you can’t speak a word of 
Chinese. It seems perfectiy safe, of course, but one 
never knows, now with those Japs around, especially. 
But I shall feel perfectly easy if you are with MCx- 
Holm.” 

“ Fine ! ” Bert Holm exclaimed. “ I’ll take care 
of her, you bet, Mrs. Tallant ! ” 

Mrs. Tallant squeezed her daughter a second and 
then let her go. 

“And you’d be interested in that seal, Mir. 
Holm,” Mrs. Tallant went on, “ the quaintest seal 
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of a mountain top, Kit was telling me — she says 
you can't imagine how they’ve managed to catch 
the suggestion of great height in a thing tiny enough 
to hold in your hand. The Chinese are so clever.” 

'' It is the man,” Kit murmured vaguely, drawing 
on her glove ; they’ve made him so small.” 

Let him come, she thought. She did not care 
what became of her. She detected and instantly 
despised a faint pleasure in herself as she walked 
away with Bert Holm. 

His idea of taking care of her, she discovered, was 
to stand between her and any Chinese who was near. 
But she was not in the least afraid of the people on 
the streets and after three weeks she was used to the 
crowds that collected when she stopped to look at 
anything. Now and then a child put out a tentative 
finger to touch the material of her dress or to feel 
the silk or leather of her bag, but no one ever hurt 
her. When she moved they fell back a little, waiting 
to see which way she would turn, and then followed 
her again. Each time she had gone into the ivory 
shop they had come after her and had stood, 
patiently curious, while she examined one piece 
after another. When she held the little ivory 
mountain in her hand this morning, they had mur- 
mured to each other appreciatively. 

What do they say ? ” she asked the old ivory 
dealer. 

They talkee missee like this piece very good,” 
he answered. 

She turned and smiled at them, and instantly a 
score of smiles shone back at her. She liked these 
cheerful, idle people as much as she disliked the 
earnest little Japanese whom she avoided. 

But now at the shop Bert Holm stood between her 
and the crowd. 
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“ Hey, get back, will you ? ” he shouted. 

“They won’t hurt me — ” she iutcrposi'i!, “ I'm 
used to them.” 

“ I don’t want them pressing up ngaurst s’ou,” he 
answered vigorously. 

“ But I like them ! ” she protested. 

“ You’re kidding ! ” he said. 

She did not answer. It was not necessary. With 
the persistence of an ocean tide the peitple l iif r-d 
around both of them. She laughed anti told ijim, 
“ They’ll do exactly what they like.” 

But to her amazement she saw that he was re.illy 
angry. His face set in a scowl anti ht* stju.netl his 
elbows. 

“ Don’t ! ” she cried. “ Stop, I tell you ! *’ 

She had the ivory mountain in her h.inti, hut ikhv 
she put it down. The dealer was stattding, al.u intn!. 
The temper of the crowd had .sutidmly eh.tiierd. 
They were muttering and sttiritig at Hert lioliu with 
angry eyes. A boy of fifteen or sixteen j< otln 1 hiiii. 

“ More better you go inside,” the oki niati mui - 
mured. 

“ Come ! ” she cried. 

She took him by the arm and pullni hiuj un- 
willingly into the little inner rotmi of the shop, 
where the old man shut the door uptm thnn. 
Through the lattice they could hear him t.dldng 
quietly to the crowd, cxpostukitiug and r.xpiaiuitu'’, 
doubtless. 

“ You were silly,” she said shtirply to Bert 1 inim, 

But^his blue eyes were as stubborn as a hoy’s 

eyes. ‘I wasn’t going to take anything lirum tfiotn ” 
he said. 

You didn’t have to take anytliing from them," 
she said impatiently. “ They weren’t doing anv- 
thing to you. 

I didn t like the way they pressed against yon," 
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he insisted. I wouldn’t like it for any American 
girl, but especially for you.” 

His eyes grew luminous and translucent in their 
melting blue. 

'' I guess I may as well tell you,” he said simply. 
« IVe fallen for you — hard.” 

‘‘ How — how — ridiculous ! ” she whispered. 

. • . Maybe it was ridiculous, he thought, when a 
few hours ago they had not met. He had better be 
careful. That was the way he got mixed up with 
Lily — before he knew it almost. He had been 
caught with her alone all of a sudden — they had run 
into a barn out of the rain and he felt — the way he 
felt now here in this stuffy Chinese room. He had 
not known Lily then either, any better than he knew 
this girl. He must not get into a fix like that again 
— he’d had to marry Lily and then it hadn’t worked 
and it had cost enough to get the divorce and all. 
And he’d promised his folks afterwards he wouldn’t 
get caught like that again in a hurry. He held back 
for a minute, until he saw how cute her mouth was. 
Gosh, but you wanted a thing when you wanted it, 
even if it was crazy . . . ! 

“ I guess it is,” he admitted, but that’s the way I 
am. I guess everything I ever do seems kind of 
crazy maybe. I’ve always done things right off — 
as soon as I see what I want to do I’ve got to do it.” 

It was ridiculous, she thought, but in its very 
suddenness and foolishness there was something 
sweet and salving to her wounded pride. Since 
Norman had told her that day in a corner cafe in 
New York that he had made a mistake about loving 
her, nothing had meant anything until now, when 
Bert Holm’s gay blue eyes ... 

And when I fall, I fall hard,” he was saying. 
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" You don’t know me,” she said in a low voice. 

“ I’m crazy,” he admitted readily. “ I’ve always 
been told I was.” 

“ You are,” she said, biting her lip. 

“ Well ? ” he demanded. “ How do you feel 
about me ? ” 

“ I’m not so crazy,” she said, laughing a little. 
“No — no — ” she cried, fending him off, for he was 
actually putting out his arms for her. 

Then they both saw that the door was open and 
there was the old curio dealer staring at them, 
amazed. He said gravely, “ Missee, more better you 
come outside now.” 

“ There ! ” she said lightly, “ now you’ve shocked 
him. He’ll think all Americans are bad.” 

“ I don’t care what an old heathen thinks,” Bert 
returned. He followed her into the shop, though 
rebellious. 

The crowd was gone and the door to the street 
was closed. The dealer took his place with dignity 
behind the counter and picked up the ivory mountain. 

“ Now, missee,” he began, “ I talkee true plice — 
fifteen dollah.” 

“ Oh, but I don’t want to pay much for a man on 
a mountain ! ” she said gaily. She had not in weeks 
felt so gay — no, not in months. She felt wilful and 
pretty and reckless — wonderful to feel so again even 
for a moment ! 

Bert Holm took out his wallet and threw a hand- 
fial of bills on the counter. 

“ Here,” he said, pushing them across to the old 
man, “ I’ll buy him myself.” 

He took up the ivory toy and put it in his pocket 
while the old man stared. 

“ Now he’s mine ! ” Bert Holm declared to her. 
“ If you want him it’ll have to be a present firom me. 
Do you want him ? ” 
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I don^'t knowj’’ she considered. Her heart was 
dancing. It was all silly, but she had not been silly 
for so long. The old dealer was counting the money. 
Now he handed back four bills. 

Too much,’’ he said gently. Plice fifteen 
dollah — no more.” 

Keep the change ! ” Bert Holm commanded 
him. You don’t know what it’s going to be worth 
to me.” 

She saw the old man’s face grow frightened. 
Obviously he thought these white people were insane. 

Please, mastah — ” he began. 

“ Come,” she said to Bert Holm, we are only 
scaring him.” 

He seized her arm and they ran out of the shop. 

“ Now you must stop ! ” she insisted. We’ll 
have the whole city at our heels. They’ll think we 
are going to quarrel.” 

‘‘ We are,” he declared. We’re beginning the 
godalmightiest fight in the world ! Say, will you 
have this, or won’t you ? ” He snatched the ivory 
seal from his pocket. Say ! ” he repeated, examin- 
ing it. “ It’s kind of cute, isn’t it ? ” 

He stared down at the man, the size of a pin- 
prick upon the mountain’s crest, and turned it over. 
‘‘ You know, it’s queer, but at the top of that old 
mountain I climbed there was a spur like this, sheer 
rock for a couple of hundred feet. I thought I was 
licked, but I found a place where it was split on the 
inside, and the slope there was just enough so I could 
get my feet into steps I cut in the ice. That’s the 
way I went to the top, just about like this old fellow. 
I guess I looked just about as much like a fly, too ! ” 

She stood, catching the memory from his eyes. 
“ And when you got to the top,” she asked quickly, 
^Vwhat was it like ? ” 

He looked at her helplessly. I don’t know how 
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» U -rl “ I wouldn’t know how to say 
to tell you, he sai . ^ent on, hunting Ibr his 

S a tarriblo »,.d all ,l,a 

words, 1 r But when I got to the top, 

time,” he said s ow thinking how quiet 

S fighting my ‘-'py "tqh 

when I got there it was calm and quu-ter than 

He struggled for the words wi h winch to answer 
her. “ I felt like a king,” he said at List. 

She listened, her eyes on his. Around them the 
crowd was gathering silently, .staring at these in- 
explicable foreigners. But she saw no one. .She put 
out her hand for the seal. Oivc it to mt 
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You’re sure it’s not just tho climate ? Mn* 

Tallant said anxiously. 

“ I don’t know what it is,” _ Kit .answered, laugh- 
ing. It was fun to laugh again. She had laughed 
a great deal at Bert lately. H<‘ was sueh a boy he 
made her laugh. Sometimes, though, her laughter 
made him angry — yesterday, for instance, when he 
took her left hand and measured Ikt third huger 
with a grass blade. 

“ I’m going to have to have this .size .some tlay 
soon,” be said. 

She was sitting on a gras.sy slope between two 
fields outside the city, and he lay bf.sitic her. Near 
them the tethered ponies were jerking at the .short 
grass. 

“ It’s been measured before,” she .said wiekrdly. 

Either he did not perceive her malice or he t hose 
not to do so. 

“ No others count,” he said. 

An old peasant in a patched blue coat came up 
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to them to protest their ponies upon his bit of grass* 
They threw him a coin^ mounted, and went on. 

‘‘ I got one blade away from the old miser, any- 
way,’’ Bert said. It’s going to mean a lot to me, 
that blade of grass/’ he added with heavy meaning. 

She had refused to answer this. Instead she had 
laughed and then, seeing his face grow sullen, she 
had whipped up her pony and galloped away. But 
behind her she heard the dull clop-clop of his steady 
pursuit. So directly, within a few quick weeks, had 
he pursued his single desire. 

It isn’t like you,” her mother went on. “ You’ve 
always been so level-headed. Gail, now, I might 
have expected it of her. It was really astonishing to 
me that after all we went through with her imagining 
she was in love with her riding master, and then that 
foolish chauffeur we had — that what’s his name — 
George something or other — and then one boy after 
another — that she settled down and decided she 
was in love with a solid man like Harvey. A shock 
to him it was too ! ” Mrs. Tallant paused to laugh. 
‘‘Well, it was a relief, of course. But you never 
were like that.” 

“ I don’t know that I am like that now,” she said 
wilfully. ‘‘ Maybe it’s only that I want a good time.” 

“You’re making a good deal of talk around 
Peking if that’s all it is,” her mother said severely. 
“ Of course, any girl Bert Holm looked at now 
would make talk. I said to your father this morning 
that maybe we’d better go on with our trip. After 
all, we have you to consider. I wouldn’t like it said 
that he took you up and dropped you.” 

Her heart could still wince. How well it had 
been that she had told no one about Norman ! 

“ Even if you refused Bert Holm, nobody would 
believe you had,” her mother went on, polishing the 
nail of her forefinger diligently. 
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She was in her mother’s room in the hotel. In 
ten minutes Bert Holm was coming for her and they 
were going to ride to the Western Hills as they 
had done almost every morning now for the weeks 
since they had met. America was clamouring for 
Bert Holm to come home, but three times he had 
cancelled his steamer passage, and today a letter 
had come from Gail saying excitedly that the news- 
papers were full of a story — was it true that Kit 
and Bert Holm were going around together ? 

“ I do feel you have to decide something,” her 
mother said gravely. She put down her buffer and 
looked up at her daughter, suddenly troubled. 
“ After all. Kit, I don’t know about this Bert Holm. 
What is he ? His people are very plain and he hasn’t 
much education. He’ll have money now, of course, 
and contracts and jobs and all that offered him. 
But I don’t know.” 

What ? ” she asked. 

‘‘He’s not a bit like you,” her mother said, 
evading her. She took up her buffer again and 
stared at her fingernails. “ You know last spring 
I thought maybe you were interested in that 
young playwright — what’s his name — Norman 
Linlay.” 

“ Oh, no,” Kit burst out. “ He didn’t care any- 
thing about me.” 

“ Well,” her mother said pacifically, “ I just 
wondered. Now, he ” 

“ I wouldn’t want to marry a man like Norman,” 
Kit said bitterly. “ His plays meant more to him 
than any woman could. He talked about nothing 
else. It got very boring,” 

“ What I was going to say,” her mother broke in, 
“ is that he was interested in the same things ” 

“ He didn’t think so,” Kit said quickly* “ We 
were hateful capitalists to him.” 
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“ I mean plays and poetry and such things,” her 
mother retorted. 

“ Oh, Norman despised my poetry,” she cried. 
She denied angrily the bitterness that sprang at her 
out of her own heart when her mother talked about 
Norman, and went on : “ He’s only interested in 
writing about social problems.” She wanted to 
punish Norman, to pursue him and hurt him before 
her mother and herself. “ I wish you could have 
heard the way he talked about Father,” she said. “ He 
called him a menace ” 

“ Oh, well,” Mrs. Tallant said comfortably, 
“ your father’s used to it. Young men often talk like 
that before they get themselves established in life. 
I rather liked Norman, myself He’ll get steadier 
once he is really beginning to make money on 
Broadway.” 

“ It’s time for me to go,” Kit said abruptly, 
looking at her watch. “ Bert will be waiting in the 
lobby.” 

“ Well,” Mrs. Tallant sighed, “ do be careful. 
This is the most gossiping place I ever saw. And 
you couldn’t have picked a more public character 
than Bert Holm. I’m sure I don’t know. I suppose 
I ought to be flattered — the national hero — ” She 
looked up at Kut with doubting pride. 

Kit stooped to kiss her mother’s softly rouged 
cheek. 

“ Don’t marry me off,” she said. “ I haven’t 
made up my mind.” 

But on the way down to the lobby she acknow- 
ledged that already in a few weeks it had come to 
the point between herself and Bert where she knew 
she must make up her mind. It was not only that the 
gossip of bridge parties and legation teas was begin- 
ning to creep around the world. It was that between 
the two of them had come the necessity to decide. 
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She saw for herself that this man’s whole nature was 
now concentrated into a determination, simple and 
almost sullen, that he would have her. He made no 
pretence at anything else. Wherever they met, and 
they met everywhere in the crowded small circle of 
exile society, he came straight to her side and refused 
to be diverted. She could feel other women’s doubt 
of her. “ Is she or is she not engaged to him ? ” 
people’s eyes were demanding. Either she must be 
engaged to him or she must go away — it had come 
to that. For he belonged to them all, and she must 
not keep him tied to her by this uncertainty. That 
was what people were feeling. If she were engaged 
to him, they would accept her as warmly as they 
would the heroine of any romance. She was Kit 
Tallant, daughter of the wealthy old Tallant family, 
sound American stock. Some of the romance might 
be gone if "Bert Holm were to marry, but a new 
romance would be there, the romance of young love 
and of happy family life, beloved ideals of the 
American people. She would be raised up beside 
Bert for worship, not quite equal, but almost. 

But she hated such worship, she thought with 
impatience, and she knew now that Bert did not 
want to be public property any more than she did. 
He had said over and over again that he wanted to 
marry her and settle down. Once every year or 
so they would go on an expedition somewhere to 
mountains, that was all. She must go with him and 
he would teach her to climb mountains and they 
would have a lot of fun together. She had listened, 
not sure that the loneliness of a mountain would be 
the less for his presence. 

She saw him now in the remotest chair of the 
lobby, lounging with his back to the main door. He 
rose when he saw her and stood waiting, not seeing 
that people in the lobby were staring at him, or if 
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he saw it, determined not to see it. One could never 
tell about him. 

Hello,” she said, trjdng to be casual, and acutely 
conscious of the eyes upon them. 

Been waiting a hell of a time,” he said. 

But it is only just eleven,” she rejoined. 

He did not answer as they moved together to the 
door. Outside, where the Chinese ponies were 
saddled and waiting under a big tree, he swore 
under his breath as he tightened the girths. 

Whafs the matter? ” she asked. 

But he only answered, ‘‘ Let’s get going.” 

They trotted in silence down the wide street and 
turned to the west through the suburbs of earthen 
houses and small shops. 

Against a sky of piercing blue his profile under his 
white sun helmet looked Indian in its carven gravity. 
He was in one of his moods when he was angry and 
yet would not give his anger a reason. She would 
not say one word to him, but she knew from his 
sullenness that today she must decide something. 
Neither could bear any longer the tension of her 
indecision. 

She sat her horse listlessly in the still hot sun of 
early September. The trouble was she did not know 
what she wanted now, having once been refused all 
she had wanted. Had the shock that Norman had 
given her been really mortal ? She did not know, 
and yet there was no love left in her for him. She 
could summon the picture of that dark sturdy 
figure and she could tell herself, believing it, “ I 
don’t care any more — I wouldn’t care if he were 
here.” It was no longer Norman. After Norman 
had come emptiness, and in the space of that empti 
ness she had met Bert Holm. She looked at th 
silent young man at her side. She liked him, of that 
she was sure. Sometimes she loved him, not in the 
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, • . ;^,r wav she had loved Norman — no 

■ fSS ' She wondered, with the cynicism left 
•3:: 3 J^from healed despair, whether she and Bert 

more than the ^ 

to them both, so that had they been at home 
:r:;=;ouId not have come so quickly, or at all, to 
moment. In the Chinese crowds they two, 
:”,kiBg a language not to be understood by any 
;‘;cept themselves, were alone together and their 
tpcech intelligible to each other beyond reality 
\\-hat would he be at Glen Barry or m New York ? 
She could only see him as he was now, very hand- 
some veiy sullen, demanding her. In the surround- 
ing broun of people and of hills he was as spectacular 
as a statue in marble of heroic size. 

But then just now she liked his immense silence. 
He was nearly always silent. Norman had been 
talkative and eager and vivid. Ideas had poured 
out of Mm in jets and sparkling fountains of words 
— there was never a moment’s pause. Sometimes she 
had grown tired, madly in love as she had been with 
him There were times when she had felt dazed 
with weariness, as though she had been stretched,^ 
mind and soul, this way and that. Fundamentally, 
she told herself now, she liked quietness. In quiet- 
ness one could ponder and grow and see. If she 
were married to Bert, his silence would leave her 
time and space for her own being. Besides, was it 
not always said that silence in a man went with 
strength ? Physically he was enormously strong. 
When she stepped into his hand to mount her pony, 
he lifted her as though she were nothing. “ I’m as 
bad as Gail,” she thought with disgust. Gail in love 
always exclaimed, “ My dear, he made me feel so little 
— and kelplm He’s wonderful ! ” Women ! There 
was a fatality in merely being a woman, perhaps. 
One succumbed, sooner or later, to femaleness. 
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They had come beyond the suburbs and now 
they were in the level fields and headed toward the 
sharp-edged hills. They had been there often^ always 
on horseback, and they had come to know one spot 
and another familiarly. The hills were bare against 
the sky, but in their valleys one came upon deep 
groves hiding temples and cool streams, and in the 
temples the Chinese priests served them tea and 
little sweet cakes made with vegetable oils and 
scattered with sesame seeds. They had spent some 
very pleasant hours there. Bert was not curious as 
she was about what the priests said as they stared 
at them, but he could take an amiable interest 
in what interested her, when he was in the mood. 
An amiable interest was perhaps enough, if she 
knew love for her were behind it. After all, did she 
not expect absurdities ? Who would not call this 
romance ? To be riding with Bert Holm across a 
Chinese landscape, under this sharp blue sky, headed 
toward those fantastic hills — there was not a girl in 
America, perhaps not in the world, who would not 
envy her. Her heart softened suddenly. She smiled 
and with her whip touched softly the back of his 
hand clenched about the bridle reins. 

‘‘ Speak to me, please,” she begged him. 

He turned to her instantly, his eyes charming. 

“ I’ve only got the same old thing to say,” he said. 

You want to hear it ? ” 

She did not answer. Now that he put it to her 
like this she felt a little frightened again. If she did 
not stop him now he would go on. He went on, 
before she had decided. Because I’m all through 
waiting, I guess,” he said. “ I’ve been thinking a 
lot the last two days. And I’ve decided I’ll ask you 
one more time to marry me. You’ll have to make up 
your mind on that or I’ll go home alone.” 

Can’t I choose the time and place ? ” she 
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begged him. Underneath her pretended playful- 
ness she was thinking breathlessly, ‘‘Now I have 
to decide something, because he means what he 
says.’’ 

“ Any time today,” he answered steadily, and 
any place on that first hill.” He pointed with his 
whip to the approaching mountain. 

She gave up her pla)^ulness. 

“ Very well, Bert,” she said. “ Let it be at the 
bamboo grove. There’s a stone seat there — 
remember ? And we can tie our ponies.” 

He looked at her sharply. 

“ All right,” he said. 

She had less than an hour in which to make up 
ner mind. 

. • . He knew now that he was crazy about her 
as he had never been about Lily even at first. This 
girl was different from any girl he had ever known. 
She would not let him touch her, not even put his 
arm around her. He had just to think about how 
soft a little thing she would be to hold. He kept 
thinking about that night and day. But you could 
not just reach out for her. Little as she was — you 
could snap her in two like a match — there was 
something about her. It was not just wanting to 
hold her or kiss her, either, the way it had been with 
Lily. There was something more to it. He wanted 
just to be with her, to be around where she was, in 
the room with her even if there were a lot of other 
people there, too. When she came into the room, 
everything was okay. That meant just one thing — 
that he had to marry her. . . . 

In silence they dismounted, and in silence he took 
the horses and tied their reins to a bamboo. She 
sat on the stone seat and took off her hat and let the 
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blow through her hair It came fresh and cool 
from over the lotus-filled lake m the distance. She 
•r-j a feeling of curious solemnity as she laid her 
whip upon the ground and drew off her 
ii7-T“crIove3. Thus she sat waiting for him, her 
clasped lightly about her crossed knees. She 
tVbe cool and detached, but she could feel 
her heart sweD, hot and beating, against her ribs, as 

came near. When she accepted him, a sword 
would cleave her in two, and the past would be 
ffone. Would that part of her thus wounded grow 
whole again, or did one go crippled ? She did not 
know. But at least she was ready for the cleavage. 

* But he did not sit down beside her. Instead he 
stood, his hands in his pockets, looking down at her 
as he spoke. 

“ I guess you know what I want to say. Kit. I’ve 
said it every way I know how, in fun and serious, 
according to how you were. But it all comes to the 
same thing. I wmnt you to marry me.” 

She nodded. “ I know, Bert.” 

He was thinking out his words. “ I believe in 
hunches,” he said slowly. “ I’ve always gone by my 
hunches. And I had a hunch the first day I sat 
you that you were the girl I wanted. There wa. 
something about the way you smiled at me when 
we sat down at that dinner table. Maybe my hunch 
was wrong this time. But I don’t believe it is.” 

He looked away firom her and stared across the 
landscape with clear and steady eyes. She had 
never seen him like this. He had been overbearing 
and arbitrary and sometimes boyish and complain- 
ing, but never so quiet, so nearly reasoning and 
reasonable, so much a man and so little a boy. 

“ You seem real to me,” he said at last. 

“ You seem real to me too,” she answered, borrow- 
ing the simplicity of his language. 
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He brought his eyes back to her. 

“ Do I ? ” he replied. “ That’s swell. I’m glad 
of that. That means yes, don’t it, Kit ? ” 

He sat down beside her, and she waited. Now 
he would take her in his arms. She was always 
having to fend him off— his wanting immediately 
to kiss her. She had never yet let him kiss her for 
the simple reason that no one had kissed her since 
Norman had — and until she was sure 

But he did not move toward her. Instead, with 
the tip of his riding whip he traced the outline of her 
high leather boot and her foot. Then he threw the 
whip on the ground and leaned toward her. 

“ Well ? ” he said impatiently. 

It was absurd still, at this last moment, not to 
know what she really wanted. There must be some 
test, some pressure that would bring down that 
waiting sword of decision. 

“ Kiss me,” she said unsteadily. 

The red flew into his face. 

“ Sure you want me to ? ” he demanded. 

She nodded, and instantly she felt his arms about 
her, hard as thongs. Then his lips touched hers and 
pressed down firmly upon hers. They were fresh and 
young and unexpectedly sweet. She felt cleavage, 
sure and clean, inside her heart. 

When she had been in love with Norman Linlay 
she had wanted no one to know. If no one knew then 
it was as though there were no one in the world 
except herself and Norman. But nothing about this 
love was like that one. She wanted to tell — to tell 
everyone. When Bert left her in the hotel lobby she 
flew up the wide old-fashioned stairs to her mother’s 
room. It was the hour before dinner when she would 
find them both there together, her father and 
mother. As long as she could remember, it had been 
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the time when she and Gail had chosen to tell them 
things and ask for what they wanted. They were 
there now, her mother in an old blue silk dressing- 
gown, her face carefully cold-creamed while she 
rested on the chaise longue, and her father in his 
shirt sleeves, his collar off, smoking his pipe. 

They looked up at her as she came in, and she 
stood, her back to the door, smiling. 

“ I’m engaged to Bert Holm,” she said. 

“ Why, Kit ! ” her mother cried. 

“ Well, I’ll be — ” Mr. Tallant said. 

“ Come here and be kissed ! ” her mother said 
briskly, sitting up. Kit went to her and felt two 
hearty kisses on her cheeks. “ I’m glad you’ve made 
up your mind, one way or the other.” 

“ Well — ” Mr. Tallant said again. And then 
feeling it was not enough, he added with ponderous 
mischief, “ Isn’t he coming in to ask my consent ? ” 

“ Tomorrow,” Kit said. She had not wanted 
Bert to come tonight, though why she did not know. 
Yes, she did. She wanted first to go to her own room 
and write to Normari and tell him. When she told 
him she would be free of him forever. A woman 
should not dream of one man when she was engaged 
to another. Norman must know that she would not 
dream of him any more. 

“ You aren’t planning any hasty wedding, I hope,” 
her mother said. “ I hate a hurried, patched-up 
wedding.” 

“ We thought we might be married quietly, here, 
quite soon. Bert doesn’t want to wait,” she said. 

“ No,” her mother said firmly, “ no daughter of 
mine is going to be married in a foreign country. 
Gail had a nice home wedding. Besides, Kit, you 
aren’t marrying just an ordinary person. You’re 
marrying a conspicuous figure. It’s all the more 
reason why we should have everything as nice and 
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consen^ative as possible.” She frowned^ planiung 
quickly, “ We’ll go on home the way we planned, 
and he had better go by another boat. As soon as 
we get home your father and I will announce your 
engagement, and then well have a dignified small 
church wedding at Glen Barry.” 

There won’t be much dignity to it,” Mr. Tallant 
said suddenly. Things were beginning to come over 
him. He was going to have to be Bert Holm’s 
father-in-law ! You don’t realize, Dottie, what it 
is 2-oing to be like when that boy gets home. There 
won’t be any peace. Remember how it was when 
that fellow — that what’s-his-name — came home 
from the South Pole? The whole country turned 
into a lunatic asylum overnight. My advice is that 
you let them get married here, where at least there 
won’t be as many reporters to the square inch as 
there will be in America wherever Bert Holm is.” 

‘‘But I want Kit protected from gossip,” Mrs. 
Tallant protested. 

“ Then she had better be married right away,” 
Mr. Tallant replied. This marriage was not going 
to be simple. Indeed, his rapid mind told him, it 
looked as though nothing could be simple fol* a long 
time ahead. He felt slightly ashamed, hearing the 
jeers of his solid partners when they heard he was 
Bert Holm’s father-in-law. Who would have thought 
that Gail would marry Harvey Crane, a man as 
sound as a square-rigged ship, and his steady Kit 
take to this skyrocket of a fellow ? 

Kit looked from one to the other of her parents. 
At this moment it did not seem to her so urgent 
when she was to be married as that she get to her 
own room and write the letter to Norman. All the 
way back — no, ever since the moment when Bert’s 
lips had touched hers — she had been thinking of 
what she would say to Norman, how she could make 
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him understand that she was going to be happy — 

ver\', very happy. , u * * i j 

“ When you’ve decided what to do, my dears, 

1=1] come back and we’ll see if I agree with you,” 
she said, and closed the door upon them and went 
to her own room as swiftly as though it were flight. 

Dear Norman [she wrote], you’ll be interested 
to hear — or will you ? — that I am going to marry 
Bert Holm. Man of the Moment, you once called 
him, didn’t you ? Well, you’re wrong — he’s the 
man of my whole life. We are going to be married 
soon and very quietly, and here, because we both 
hate noise and publicity. And then we are coming 
back to America to live happily ever after. Where, 
we don’t know. But somewhere near mountains for 
him, and somewhere near a lake for me. I’ve had a 
fflorious trip and now it’s had this unbelievable, fairy- 
tale ending. I am the luckiest woman ! Thank 
vou, ttianlc you, Norman, for seeing what I did not 
see as soon as you, that we were never meant for 
each other. How wise you were ! — Kjt. 

She did not read it over. Why read it when she 
had every word by heart before she wrote it ? She 
stamped the envelope and rang the bell and when 
the Cliinese room boy came to the door she gave it 
to him with a tip. 

“I want this letter to catch the first mail to 
America,” she told him. 

“ Yes, missee,” he said, clutching the silver coins 

She watched him go off in a dogtrot and then sh( 
shut the door. Now she was free. 

She stood a minute, grasping her freedom. . . . 
But if she were really free she could take out his 
picture from her trunk and destroy it at last. She had 
not looked at it in weeks. That meant something, 
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didn’t it? Even though she had thought of it 
again and again, she had not looKccI at it. She 
thought now, counting the pulse of her heart, that 
it did not even quicken as she went to the trunk, 
opened it and drew out the picture. 

Once even to look at this picture had been enough 
to compel her to wildest weeping. Now slie need 
not weep. And then his dark eyes claimed her. She 
felt them fastened upon her, but she; did not move. 

“You didn’t want me, you remember,” she 
murmured. She could bear this pull upon her heart 
as one learns to bear, at last scarcity knowing it, an 
old accustomed pain grown no longer acute. Already 
the cleavage was healing. “ Now,” she thought, 
“ I can do it.” 

She tore the picture slowly across the thick white 
mat. She stopped — yet only for a second, perhaps 
two. Then she tore the face (piickly into small 
pieces and flung them into the wtistc-baskct. 

It was done. She went to the window tuitl stood, 
her hands to her cheeks, and gazed across the 
crowded Chinese roofs. Nothing of him wtis lidl -- 
no, nothing, except now only the remembered look 
of those dark eyes. How did one tear memory to 
pieces and fling it all away ? 

“ Oh, Bert,” she whispered, “ please ” 

She stopped herself. Silly ! What .she was about 
to say was “ save me ! ” — whatever that meant 1 
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Chapter Two 

Howri^^ht she had been, she thought, watching the 
anoroachin? docks at San Francisco, to decide that 
thev must be married at once ! It had been bad 
enough at every port, but nothing like this. Letters 
and telegrams were piled unread upon their berths, 
and people had come aboard to follow Bert like 
admiring, infatuated dogs until he had rushed 
downstairs to their cabin and locked himself in, 
furious because he was being followed. 

“ Gosh, they're waiting for me at the door of the 
John, even!” he shouted. “Kit, I swear when 
I—” 

“ Hush I ” she said with rueful laughter. “ Don’t 
— if you are as angry as this now, what will you do 
when we get home ? It’s only the beginning.” 

He sat down on the couch and looked at her 
desperately. “ Kit, I swear if I’d known when I 
went up that damned mountain ” 

“ It will be all right after the first few days,” she 
comforted him. She was glad that her parents had 
dedded not to come back with them. Bert as a 
famous man was none too easy to manage. She 
evaded the word ; she would never manage anybody. 
It was only that Bert was impetuous and people did 
not understand. Without meaning it she found 
herself standing between Bert and reporters, Bert 
and autograph hunters, Bert and anybody who made 
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him angry. But it would be different once they 
reached home and could live by themselves. She 
had taken her leap into the dark and she would go 
os until there was light from somewhere. It had 
not come yet. Ever since their wedding in the small 
mission church in Peking she had felt as though she 
walked in a fog, seeing Bert dimly, touching him 
and being touched by him intermittently as they 
moved through a hurry of travel overcrowded with 
other people. She had not yet had time to see him 
whole and as he really was. For surely he was not 
this angry', swearing, scowling boy who was looking 
at her now ! 

‘‘ Stay here,” she said quietly, ‘‘ and let me go 
out I'll answer questions for a while.” She was 
used to reporters, for the Tallants were news too„ in 
their own stable way. 

Give me a drink,” he demanded. 

She poured a little whisky into a glass from the 
bottle on the table and gave it to him and then 
opened the door and w^ent out into the hallway. 
Instantly a young man in a dark blue suit came 
forward. 

** Are you Mrs. Bert Holm ? ” he inquired. 

Yes,” she answered calmly. “ What can I do 
for you ? ” 

His notebook was in his hand and his pencil was 

poised. 

_ “ Fm from the San Francisco Time and Tide” he 
smd. “Would you mind telling me where Bert 
Holm IS ? ” 

He is not here,” she said firmly. “But if yon 
wiu come up into the lounge and gather up every 
other reporter you can find, I will teU you anything 
I can for lum. I m sure you wiU understand that 
It IS impossible to repeat the same answers over and 
over to the same questions from different people.” 
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“ Ye3, ma’am/’ he said docilely. He followed 
her as though he were afraid that she would dis- 
appear, but somehow as he went he managed to 
collect four other young men, a young girl, and an 
elderly woman. 

Kit sat down near a window where, when she 
lifted her eyes, she could see the mountains on the 
other side of the Golden Gate. Beyond them, 
beyond the further plains, lay what she had always 
called home. But she felt now as though she were 
coming to a strange country. 

‘‘ Mrs. Holm,” an eager, respectful voice began, 
‘‘ would you mind telling us just when you met 
Mr, Holm?” 

On August the third,” she said obediently, at 
the house of the American consul in Peking.” 

"‘And you were married — ?” another voice 
demanded. 

Eighteen days ago, at high noon, in the Com- 
munity Church there,” she answered. 

Over and over again she had answered these 
questions, in Shanghai, in Kobe and Yokohama, in 
Honolulu. 

“ Then you only knew each other about a month? ” 

“ Before we were married ? Yes.” 

Do you believe in short engagements, Mrs. 
Holm ? ” 

She smiled slightly. "" When people want them 
short, yes.” 

Excuse me,” — this was the girl — “ but will 
you tell me the name of that material in your suit ? ” 
She was sketching rapidly as she spoke. 

“ It’s an English tweed,” Kit replied. She 
glanced at a sketch of herself that was a fashion chart 
with colours and styles annotated by arrows. 

Have you any plans, Mrs. Holm ? ” The young 
men were beginning again. 



“ Onlv to go home.” 

“ ^S^lere is home ? ” ^ ^ . 

“ We don’t know yet -but for the present with 

mv parents in Glen Barry. ^ 5 ^ • . o s* 

Tliaf s near New York City, isn t it . 

Yes.” 

Can we see Mr. Holm ? 

He isn’t feeling very well/’ she answerecL ^ 

** Then could you tell us what Bert Molm s 
opinions are on some of the questions of the day ? 
For instance, the American people, are awfully con- 
fused about why the Japanese want to fight- 

She broke in: “Because my husband climbed 
mountain doesn’t make him an expert in politics. 

No, but people would like to know what he 
thinks.” 

‘‘ I have never heard him say what he thinks 
she replied, and added, “ about that.” 

“ Well, then, could he make a statement on the 
neutrality act as it ought to be applied in the next 

war ? ” 

The young girl cut in sharply : “ What is his 
opinion on women in business ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” Kit replied coldly. I don’t 
know.” 

On and on the stream of questions went. She 
answered automatically, her mind busy with herself 
and Bert and that life between them with which 
all this had nothing to do. That life had not yet 
begun. Where was the real Bert ? She gazed out 
at the gaily decorated dock. The ship was near 
enough now for her to see the crowd except 
where it was hidden by waving handkerchiefs and 
fl>4ng flags. She looked quickly at the hills again. 
She had always disliked crowds of people. Why^, 
she wondered? She was too insignificant, she 
thought, relentlessly scornful of hurt — she was afraid 
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of being lost, perhaps. No, it was not that. It was 
because they intensified the sort of loneliness of which 
she really was afraid and now more than ever because 
being married to Bert had not saved her from it after 
all, though that day on the Western Hills she had 
been sure, or nearly sure, that it would. 

The elder woman reporter spoke. She had been 
watching Kit’s face quietly, writing as the others 
asked questions but saying nothing herself. 

“Mrs. Holm, you don’t realize, I’m sure, just 
what you and your husband mean to us all.” 

Kit turned, a little startled, to look into a middle- 
aged, tired face. 

“ Hardly any of us have had much fun — or what 
we think is romance,” the woman went on. “ I 
guess we’re hungry for it. We’re the most romantic 
people in the world, everybody says, and I guess it’s 
true. But it’s kind of pathetic, too.” 

The woman saw they were all listening to her and 
she turned pink with shyness, but she went on again, 
looking firom one to the other of the young men. 
“ I guess young men like you just see the romance of 
courage and daring, but older folks see the romance 
of being clean and young and good in a world like 
ours, and we remember ourselves as we once were 
and we wish we could have stayed so. And young 
women see the romance of your wonderful love story, 
Mrs. Holm — the way you fell in love at first sight — 
you did, didn’t you ? Anyway, that’s what the papers 
said. And old women like me — well, I see the 
romance of marriage and a lovely home and maybe 
children after a while ” 

Her plain face quivered a little and she smiled 
and her eyes filled with tears. “ I’m just as silly as 
any of them,” she murmured, searching in her bag 
for her handkerchief. “ It’s fuimy where handker- 
chiefs get to 1 ” 
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Kit snatched her own handkerchief from her bag. 
“ Here, please, take this — ’’ she begged. ^ She was so 
sorry for the woman that she felt cold with shyness. 
How could older people pour out such sentimental 
stuff? The young might be cruel, but cruelty was 
clean. Sentiment was muck ; she hated it the more 
because she felt moved by it against her will. She 
turned away from them all. . . . You must please 
excuse me now,” she said, hurriedly. 

She flew down the long corridor to her room and 
burst into the door. Bert had curled himself into the 
lower berth and was asleep. 

Bert ! ” she cried, ‘‘ wake up — we’re home — 
we’re home ! ” At least the woman had suddenly 
helped her to understand how people would feel 
about him — silly people, but touching, like this 
old tired newspaper woman, still able somehow to 
feel romance ! She began to see something she had 
not thought of before. 

He opened his eyes drowsily. ‘ ‘ What’s the rush ? ” 
he murmured. 

Gome on, darling,” she coaxed, tugging at his 
shoulder. “ I want you to get up and take off your 
sweater. I want you to put on your new grey suit 
and your blue tie.” 

“ Aw, Kit, I’m dressed ■” 

No, please ! There are thousands of people out 
there waiting to see you.” 

He looked at her a little sheepishly, and she 
laughed at him, though without too much malice as 
she discerned the pleasure which he pretended he did 
not have. Come on ! ” 

He rose and began pulling off his sweater. 

“ That’s my good boy,” she said. 

She was quietly changing her own plain grey 
costume for one of white wool. Over her dark, 
straightly dressed hair she pulled a white wool beret, 
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before her amused gaze m newspapers and magazines 
and news reels, and sirdled as bnlliantly and falsely 
in the midst of her self-scorn. The faces before her 
responded with warm earnest answering smiles 

“ These flowers are from the Chamber of Com- 
merce,” the man said. “ We welcome you and your 
distinguished husband.” 

“ Here he is,” she interrupted gaily and pulled 
Bert to her side and stood, holding his arm. And 
oh what lovely flowers ! ” She took them into the 
cmve of her other arm and buried her face in them- 
“ nil thank vou all a thousand times ! It is so 
good ’to be home!” Home! Where was it? 

^^^ey^were aU smiling at her and she smiled back 
at thern steadily and one of the women, encouraged, 
cried out, “Oh, Mrs. Holm, please come out on 
deck ! Why, there are people who have been 
waiting here five and sk hours for you T ’ 

pbcy would appreciate it, ma am, a tall, thm, 
grave-faced man said. 

“ Yes, of course we wiU,” she said. Why refuse 
anything’ now when there was nothing yet worth 
privacy between Bert and herself? 

She felt Bert pulling back as she followed them, 
and looking up she caught his questioning blue 
glance. 

“ We must — ” she whispered, “ just at first.” 

So they stood side by side on the deck at the 
railing, she with her arms full of red roses, smil- 
ing and smiling. Bert would not smile. He stood 
there, looking over their heads, his face grave and his 
mouth sullen with shyness. 

But it did not matter. Nature had given him 
that profile and that blond brush of hair, and his 
eyes were steady and wide and blue. Indeed, it 
was rather becoming to him to look sullen — arid 
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certainly natural, she thought, still hovering on the 
edge of strange laughter. 

She clung to his arm while the crowd shouted 
with happiness and thousands of eyes fastened them- 
selves hungrily upon them. She could feel the 
warmth of thousands of dreams soaring about them 
like white birds, the dreams of all these people 
which somehow Bert was fulfilling. She looked down 
into their yearning faces and suddenly, to her own 
surprise, she felt a sob thick in her throat and scorn 
drained away from her heart. How sad people 
were when they were crowded together like this ! 
She had not seen it before, and now she saw it so 
clearly she would never forget it. 

We mustn’t disappoint them,’’ she told herself 
and, thus melted, she quivered again with new 
understanding. Dreams ! Nothing was any use 
after a dream broke. 

She sank into a chair and closed her eyes for a 
moment. Now, long, after midnight, they were in 
their hotel room at last. 

“ Oh ! ” she whispered. 

Bert sat down on the bed and began pulling off 
his shoes. 

“ I don’t know what you’re doing tomorrow, my 
girl,” he said, rubbing his stockinged feet, “ but I 
am going to take a train out of here before sun-up.” 

Where ? ” she asked. 

“ Misty Falls,” he said firmly. There isn’t a 
newspaper in the town, and anyway, my dad’s farm 
is ten miles out. Nobody is going to walk ten miles 
to find anybody.” 

“ It’s a beautiful idea,” she said, but tomorrow 
they are having a banquet for you and giving you 
the keys of the city.” 

‘‘ I don’t want ’em,” he replied. He threw him- 
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self back on the bed and yawned loudly. Whatever 
pleasure there had been in the morning was gone. 
He was tired. “ I’m not even going to be here,” he 

said. 

Yes, you are, Bert ” she said quietly. She rose 
and began taking off her things. 

“ Now, Kit- ” 

You’re not going to disappoint them,” she said. 

They’ve spent thousands of dollars for you.” 

“ Who asked them to ? ” he demanded. 

"It’s already done,” she said, "so it doesn’t 
matter. Oh, Bert, please let’s not wrangle tonight ! 
I’m just as tired as you are ! ” 

" That’s why I say let’s get out.” 

" We can’t ! ” 

" What’s keeping us ? ” 

" Bert, don’t you see you can’t just think of your- 
self now ? You’ve done something that makes you 
seem wonderful in the eyes of millions of people.” 

" They’re goddamned fools ” 

" You’ve become a sort of symbol to them.” 

“ I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

" I know you don’t,” she answered sharply, and 
then stopped herself because of the look of hurt 
astonishment in his eyes. 

" See here, Kit, you haven’t stopped loving me ? *’ 

She flew to him. " No, Bert ! ” 

" You’re lecturing me already ! ” he complained. 

She did not answer except to curl herself under his 
arm. If things would only stop long enough for her 
to find out how much she loved him ! 

" I know Fm a grouch,” he said, after a moment. 

" Yes, you are,” she agreed in a small voice. 

" See here,” he said, " it don’t sound so good from 
you.” 

She lifted her head to look at him and laughed. 

" Then you mustn’t say things you don’t want 
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me to agree with. Besides, you are a grouch, you 
know,'' she went on playfully. “ You fight with 
waiters and you won't give enough tips and you 
snap at me — ” She was lightly enumerating small 
grievances about which she had kept silent when they 
happened, surprised that she had not forgotten them 
as she thought she had. 

“ When do I ? " he demanded, astonished, and 
went on without waiting for her answer. You 
wouldn't want me to be the kind of fellow everybody 
thinks they can cheat, would you ? Besides, I’m 
darned nice to you ! ” 

She traced the outline of his mouth and chin with 
her forefinger. 

‘‘ You wouldn't shave tonight before dinner,” she 
murmured. 

“ Nobody's going to get me to shave more than 
once a day,” he declared. “ And not that often when 
we get home.” Suddenly he seized her in his arms 
and rubbed his stubbled chin roughly into her soft 
throat. 

“ You haven't got a sissy for a husband,” he said 
thickly, “ you’ve got a man ! ” 

It was over at last. Across a mass of flowers she 
was waving to tire crowd upon the platform and Bert 
was beside her. The train was moving slowly out 
and now it was gathering speed. The faces grew into 
blurred blanks as all faces did at last and then dis- 
appeared. She sat down. Bert was already ringing 
the bell. When the porter appeared he said loudly, 
Take all the flowers and chuck them out.” 
Yassir,” the porter said, shocked. He gathered 
them up with a grave face and went away. 

“ Now we have room to spread out,” Bert said. 

She did not protest. A little woman had pressed 
out of the crowd to give her a bunch of home-grown 
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« TTipv’re out of my own garden, dearie,” 
ru “Just roses I raise myself. But I’d 
Se to think they were m your room somewhere, 
helping to make it gay. Oh, dearie he’s so wonder- 

fulL I hope you’ll be happy ever after 

“ Thank you — thank you/’ she had said. But 
now she let the porter take Aem away with the 
others Tomorrow there would be another crowd 
and more Httle women with home-grown flowers to 
rive to her while they looked wistfully at Bert- 
^ Oh the blessed quiet of nothing but the wheels 
roiling over vacant countryside, the lovely imperson- 
ality of nothing but a machine about them ! And 
yet after last night, Bert had tried hard today. He 
Ld gone through the hours in a stolid silence of 
endurance. They were growing used to his silence ; 
reporters were making much of it, building it up into 
a dignity. Perhaps it was best that he was silent. 
Silence seemed strength, she repeated to herself. 
Perhaps he was strong. She did not know, for 
they had not had time to know each other. The 
days had been full and at night they were too 
exhausted for more than the simplest passion and 
then sleep. Sometime when they were alone and 
not tired, perhaps they could really explore each 
other’s minds. And then she could lead him into 
speech and feeling. He had talked very little even 
to her. She thought, “ I don’t even know what he 
likes to eat or to read or to do. I don’t know him.” 

Now nothing mattered so much as to get her 
clothes off and to put on a robe and then rest. She 
had listened to so many voices all day that she wanted 
nothing but silence. 

Bert had not spoken again. He sat in his shirt- 
sleeves, so quietly that it was almost as good zis being 
alone. She smiled at him and put on her robe and 
curled up on the seat and closed her eyes. Instantly 
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she saw their faces, the faces of thousands of people, 
moving, milling, straining, all staring at Bert and at 
her. She opened her eyes and looked at Bert’s face. 
His eyes were fixed on a point above her, and upon 
his crossed knees was his right hand. Her eyes fell 
to his hand. There was always something fascinating 
and repelling about his hands. They were rough and 
direct in their touch, but they were strong, though 
the fingers were too blunt and one of them was badly 
bent. Got that caught in a thrashing machine 
when I was a kid,” he had told her. Lucky I didn’t 
lose it. But then, I’m always lucky.” 

Now as she studied his face a curious thing hap- 
pened. She lost its outer familiarity and he looked 
intolerably strange to her, so that she had the 
momentary illusion that she had never seen him 
before. It was so strong that she had to hear his 
voice to bring him back. 

What are you thinking about ? ” she demanded. 

He brought his gaze to bear upon her blankly and 
did not answer. 

“ Something you don’t want to tell me ? ” she 
asked. 

I wasn’t thinking about anything,” he said. 

He shut the door against her like this again and 
again. “ Bert, do you know — ” she burst out, and 
then stopped. What, Kit ? ” he asked. She shook 
her head and closed her eyes. No, she could not 
begin tonight a discussion that might go on forever. 
She heard in her ears, between the grinding of the 
wheels, the echoes of hundreds of voices. I wish 
I could tell you how wonderful we think he is — ” 
“ It’s the greatest moment of my life just to touch 
his hand — ” He’s going to put it all into a book 
for us, isn’t he ? ” “ Of course nobody’s quite good 
enough for him, but you’re just lovely, my dear — ” 
** Ever so much prettier than your pictures — ” Oh, 
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we’re so excited—” “Mrs. Holm, what is Bert’s 
opinion on the question of—” Against the purplish- 
black of her eyelids the faces stared out at her again, 
envious, curious, greedy, wistful, confused. Foolish, 
foolish faces ! Then why was she afraid when she 
thought of them . . . ? 

Perhaps he really was thinking of nothing at all. 

Denver was long past, and so was Chicago. They 
were near New York. They had had scores of 
telegrams from New York, and a representative of 
the mayor had come on board the train and told 
them how New York would feel if Bert Holm did not 
come there. 

He was a pert, talkative, cynical young man, whose 
name was Horace Finberg, and he made them sec 
in a few minutes that it was better to come and get 
it over with. 

“ People will be awfully sore if you don’t,” he 
said brightly. “ In fact, it might do you a lot of 
damage, Mr. Holm, in many ways. For instance, I 
know one organization tliat is going to issue an 
invitation to you to become an honorary president 
at a salary — well, I wouldn’t care to name you the 
salary — they’ll do that — but it runs into five 
figures. And the people are all pepped up to give 
you a parade up Broadway with all the fixings. It’s 
good for ’em — gives ’em a chance to work off steam. 
Those sort of impulses, if you don’t let ’em out, turn 
sour in people. The crowd hates you as easy as 
they love you, you know, if you don’t give ’em what 
they want ! ” 

He laughed loudly, but Kit did not join in that 
laughter. She had already had an intimation of 
that hate in a town in the mid-west. The train had 
stopped for five minutes and they had gone out to 
the platform to breathe tire cool fresh air of the 
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countryside. A boy of twelve or thirteen had come 
up and recognized Bert Holm. 

“ Hello, Bert ! ’’ he sang. 

But Bert was tired and had only glared at him. 

“ Fresh kid,” he muttered. And then the few 
people on the platform looked at Bert angrily. 

‘‘ It wouldnH hurt anybody to be decent,” a man 
said loudly enough to be heard. 

He’s only a child, Bert ! ” Kit had said gently. 

Fresh kid, though,” Bert reiterated. And had 
added, staring at the man, ‘‘ I’m gettin’ pretty sick 
of everybody thinkin’ they can do what they want 
to me.” 

The boy had gone away and found a ripe tomato 
somewhere, and just as they climbed the steps into 
the train he had thrown it with so exact an aim that 
it splashed a dripping scarlet across the back of 
Bert’s light grey suit. People laughed and Kit had 
not liked the sound of their laughter. And the porter 
had been too good-humoured as he wiped off the 
stains. 

“ Sho’ did know how to th’ow, dat kid,” he 
chuckled. 

And in Chicago there had been a draught of acid 
in one of the reporters’ comments. 

“ Mr. Holm upholds the American theory of 
rugged individualism to the last extremity,” he 
wrote ... 

We had better go to New York, Bert,” she said 
soberly. She was not afraid but she comprehended 
something which could be terrible enough to fear if 
one admitted it. 

Horace Finberg leaped to his feet. 

I’ll telegraph,” he said, and rushed for the door. 

She had known the city of New York all her life, 
but not this city. Quiet handsome streets shining in 
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clear sunshine, quiet well-dressed people, opera and 
theatre, the inside of large , quiet houses, soft smooth 

voices 


— these were what she had known and taken 


voices - . 

for wanted. And Norman for aU. his preaching 

a?aiLt the rich, had not really showed her any 
other city, certainly not this city which she and Bert 

found waiting for them. , . 

They were in a big black open automobile going 
up Broadway in the midst of shouting delirious 
people, and it seemed to &t that she realized for the 
first time fully their predicament as human beings. 
She haTfrom childhood feared all those forces which 
seemed to have no centre of control.^ Wind she 
hated, not so much for its noise as for its reasonless 
fiirv. The ocean had the same potential and foolish 
power, and beneath her deliberately acquired and 
fostered joy in swimming and sailing there was 
always horror ready to spring out if the water grew 
wild. And as a child she had been taken to see 
Niagara Falls, and then, though she was nearly six 
years old, she had fallen into such terror that she 
could not keep from shivering and crying, though 
she could tell no one why, for she did not herseF 
know, except that she was afraid of the power 
running uncontrolled so near, as she stood where 
the water turned, smooth and strong, over the 
ledge. 

Now, sitting beside Bert, she felt the old horror 
deep and blind, creep over her. Madness was about 
her — something mad and uncontrolled. Her knees 
began to shake, and she crossed them. She wet her 
lips. She tried to think : “ These are people. This 
is only a crowd of ordinary people. They like us. 
They don’t want to hurt us. They’re glad we’ve 
come home.” She tried to separate them into 
human beings, even into separate faces, but she 
could not. They made only a great furious whole 
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as remorseless and as wild in their mass as any 

°'*^She knew that they were standing still and that 
her feeling of their swirling about the car was an 
illusion. She and Bert in the car were moving. 
But though she knew this she could only feel that 
they were the motionless ones, caught and held in 
the midst of a rushing, howling, senseless force. Her 
body felt caught and stiff in spite of its silly trembling. 
She could not move to brush away the bits of torn 
paper that fluttered down upon her. The air was 
thick with flying paper, sheets torn from telephone 
books and shredded newspapers and ticker tape. A 
bit of newspaper drifted down and she saw a few 
big black letters, “ Bert Ho ” 

Her ears gathered together all the shouts and yells 
and welded them into an enormous primitive beat. 
She saw the little mayor sitting opposite her move 
his lips, but she could not hear what he said. She 
forced herself to smile and shake her head. Then 
she saw he was motioning to Bert to get up — get up ! 

She felt stupidly obedient from terror. 

“ Bert ! ” she cried, shrieking into his ear, 
“ get up ! ” 

He got up, bewildered, and stood as the car crept 
through the crowds. She knew he was bewildered 
and yet his simple gravity seemed only a suitable 
dignity. Immediately the noise rose into a high wild 
howling. Women’s voices lifted it and sharpened it 
and sent it off into a crazed new key. The brass 
band beat on, loud, steady, drumlike. 

Once she had taken a winter cruise with her 
parents to South Africa, a tamed and docile South 
Africa which had seemed as safe as any spot in the 
world except that on still nights when an inland wind 
blew toward the sea, it carried upon its waves a 
thick, deep beat Hke this. Having heard it one night, 
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she could never forget it. Whatever the day, she 
never again in Africa lay down to sleep on any night 
wthout°dreading that she mignt awake to hear that 
dull and solemn thuncier from behind the forests they 
could not see. She fled from Africa at last before 
her parents had wanted to leave and could not tell 

them why. -i , , 

But there was no flight possible here. This was 
home. She clasped her gloved hands together and sat 
staring at the huge silver figure upon the hood of the 

mavor’s car. It was a shape, undefined, of fine and 
upward lines. It seemed to strain to spring, but it 
was held there, and staring at it thus fixedly she felt 
the strain in her own body. What was she. Kit 
Tallant, who hated crowds and hated being con- 
spicuous even among a few friends in a closed room, 
doing here in the midst of streets full of people she 
had never seen before, from whom there was no 
escape ? 

Then reason flowed back into her like quiet. She 
would not be held forever. Time would free her 
from this one predicament, at least. This day must 
end because all days end. Night would scatter the 
people and she would discover herself again, alone, 
though now she was lost. As soon as she was alone 
again she would be safe. 

... Bert wokp in the early dawn with that queer 
feeling that he had aU the time now. It kept him 
from talking, or even from feeling anything else. 
Where was he ? What was he doing here in this 
fine hotel, in aU this noise ? When he hit the bed 
every night he was so tired he thought he wonild 
sleep till noon, but every morning he woke up with 
a bang, before dawn, to lie awake in the noise. He 
was dizzy with noise. 

He lifted himself on one elbow to look at Kit. 
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She was his wife, but he had hardly found it out. At 
this hour she was always asleep, so still she was like 
dead. She always lay the same way, flat on her back, 
stretched out, her head turned a little to the right. 
At this time of day she was only part of all the queer 
stuff that had suddenly happened to him. He — 
married to a Tallant ! 

“ Wonder what it would be if I just walked out ? ” 
he asked himself, looking at her quiet face. She 
never seemed even to move when she was asleep, or 
even to breathe. He did not know her. She was not 
half as real to him now, lying there, at this moment, 
though he was crazy about her, as Lily was. But 
maybe that was because he hated Lily. Hating 
people always made them real. “ What if I just 
walked out and never showed up ? ” he thought. 
The Explorers’ League was giving him a big dinner 
today. Suppose he just wasn’t there ? 

He lay, listening to the rumbling of New York 
waking up to the day. He hated noise. Maybe that 
was what had started him on his mountain climbinc*-, 
wanting quiet. That was why he had liked Eat right 
ofif. She was quiet, and he had not known any quiet 
women. His mother was a talker, and so had Lily 
been a talker. Lily would keep on jabbering all 
night — nothing sensible — but ELit was quiet even 
in her sleep. People made a lot of noise when they 
talked, and half the time he didn’t understand what 
they said. All this noise could not go on forever. 
Sooner or later. Kit had promised him, it would all 
be over, except of course, the good jobs. What was 
an honorary president, anyway ? Why did people 
want to pay hiin for doing nothing ? But it was their 
business, not his. It was an easy way to make a 
living the rest of your life, just to climb to the top of 
a mountain. Why were people crazy — about that ? 
The hardest thing was their wanting to know what 



he thought about things he never thought about at all. 
WTien it was all over, he and Kit would go sorae- 
where and he would build Kit a house to live in, 
full of all the latest fixings. House and garage, they 
would be as good as money could buy. And even 
if he had to take a shotgun to them, there woiild be 

nomorereportershangingaround to make their livings 

oif him. That was what one of them had had. the 
nerve to say to him when he did not want to tsilk. 

“Don’t tliink we care,” the fellow had sa.id 
“ We got to make our livings, that’s all.” 

“ What business is that of mine ? ” he had said. 
Give him as good as he sent ! 

He looked down again, this time to find Kit’s 
brown eyes on him. She was awake. She waked 
quiedy as she did everything else, with none of the 
yawning and stretching and grunts that told Lily 
was awake. Funny how when Kit looked at liim, 
he always knew it ! Sometimes he wondered if he 
oughto’t to tell her about Lily. He kind oThated to 
because he had told reporters over and over again 
that he wasn’t married. He had said so the first time 
without thinking because it was none of their busi- 
ness and then it was easier than not to go on wdth it 
Besides, he wasn’t married any more — a Reno divorce 
had fixed him up while he was away. He bet Lily 
had had a swell time there, too — probably she had 
stayed right on because it would be her kind of a 
town. It was lucky it had been done anyway before 
he climbed Therat. Well, it didn’t any of it matter 
now except it was kind of hard to tell Kit after every- 
body thought different. If it ever came out he could 
tell her how it was. Anyway, he hadn’t asked Kit 
anything. But there hadn’t been anybody before 
him probably, with Kit. She was one of the quiet 
ones that fellows didn’t look at much. It just hap- 
pened it had taken Lily to show him he really liked 
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nuiet ones, maybe because he hadn’t had any kids 
to play with when he was little, only himself, and he 
was uLd to being the only one. And Lily wanted 
to be the only one herself. . . • 

“ What are you thinking about, Bert, when you 
look at me like that ? ” Kit asked suddenly. 

“ Nothing,” he answered, and turned away from 
her and she did not ask again. 

She had once answered Norman with that very 
word, and he had said angrily, “ No one can think 
of nothing. Simply say, ‘ I don’t want to tell you.’ ” 
She remembered perfectly what she had been think- 
jjjg of — that his mouth was too beautiful. He was 
actually not half as good-looking as Bert, but when 
she remembered it now, his mouth was still too 
beautiful. And it had not been true then that she 
had not wanted to tell him so. But he had not asked 
her again, and at that time she could not yet insist 
on Hling him. Later she could and did, until he 
told her he did not love her any more. Well, it was 
over. ... 

She looked at her watch — half-past five — far 
too early to get up. 

Bert turned over suddenly. 

“ Let’s get up, Kit,” he said restlessly. 

“ But what would we do ? ” she protested. 

“ It’s morning at home,” he answered. 

“ It’s barely dawn here,” she said. 

He turned away from her again and buried his 
head in his pillow. She lay tense and still. Did he 
feel and she not know ? But if he would not speak, 
how could she know ? Inarticulate, her mother had 
called him ! “ He’s very inarticulate. Kit — you’ll 
have to use your own dynamite.” It had not 
seemed a fault in Bert when her mother said that. 
It was not a fault now. Only, what did one do when 
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a man locked himself up so that nothing came out 
except through the eyes and the shape of lips and 
movements of head and hands ? She was accustomed 
to people who spoke and used words as a means to 
make themselves known. But to Bert words were 
obstacles to be avoided, and speech a trap into which 
he must not fall. She sighed and lay rigidly awake, 
feeling his silence as cold and heavy as darkness 
between them. 

She saw him most clearly when they were not 
alone. This she realized at a great dinner the next 
night. People, eager to praise and to welcome, gave 
him perspective. These upturned faces, the intense, 
devoted, curious eyes, were a mirror in which was 
reflected for her Bert Holm. She looked at him as 
one of them might look and saw him beside her at 
the centre of the head table, straight, aloof, a little 
cold, exactly as a man should be who had done what 
no other man had done. He was learning to behave 
better. He was not nearly so rude to people as he 
had been before she told him that his rudeness gave 
him away as much as talking might. 

“ How do you mean ? ” he had asked, instantly 
disturbed. She had shrewdly discovered that more 
than anything he feared what he called giving him- 
self away. 

“ I mean people will think you have not been 
educated or taught ordinary ways of behaviour” 
she said plainly. She wondered at her own plainness 
with him, she who was too soft even to catch a fish ! 
But she had learned that he would not understand 
her if she did not speak plainly. 

He had looked at her without answer as usual, 
but afterwards he had been less rude and she did 
not wince as often as she had before and did not 
need so eagerly to make amends for him as best she 
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could. And his first strange embarrassed jocularity 
was gone, too. That was because she had been able 
to see fairly soon that his rough joking was reaRy 
only shyness. Inside he was a shy awkward boy, 
who, being noticed, does not know what to do with 
himself and tries absurdity in self-protection. She 
had helped him out of that by praise, plainly spoken. 

“ I’m so proud of the way you take all the silly 
things they say,” she told him. 

“ How do you mean ? ” he had asked with 
instant interest in himself. 

“Oh, you just say — ‘thank you,’ in that quiet 
way as though it didn’t matter to you. I’m glad 
you don’t try to wisecrack, Bert.” 

“ Oh, I don’t know,” he said, looking uncomfort- 
able. “ People kind of like wisecracks.” 

“ Sometimes, of course,” she conceded. “ Only 
in you it sounds just a little cheap. You’re a great 
hero to them all, you know.” 

“ Shucks,” he said, smiling and ashamed. 

“ Yes, you are,” she said, half-laughing, “ it’s 
true.” 

It seemed touching to her now that he tried to 
do what she wanted, even though it meant that in 
public he sat in this stiff silence. But she had 
learned she need not be afraid of his silence among 
people because his good looks were enough to satisfy 
them as they dreamed. 

Tonight he was at his best. The ballroom of 
New York’s greatest hotel was decorated with flags 
and flowers and crowded with tables. Photographers 
flashed their lights, and took pictures of Bert in every 
possible pose. But they would all be good, for he 
took a perfect picture always. She sat beside him, 
looking quietly down upon the hundreds of well- 
dressed people. Nothing to fear here ! This was a 
crowd among whom she knew many. She had 
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spent almost every winter of her life in New York. 
Here and there over the room as her eyes gazed., a 
hand was lifted to wave to her. After it was over, a 
rush of women she knew well or little would coixie 
up to her, to surround her, to congratulate her, "but 
especially to stare and stare at Bert. 

“ Oh, I do think it’s just too romantic ! ” tb.ey 
would cry. “ You sly little Kit, walking off with 
Bert Holm ! ” They would whisper, “ My dear, tie’s 
handsome as a god ! ” That was what they alvvays 
said, unless they said, “ He looks like a movie star, 
doesn’t he ! ” And when she introduced Bert, 
which was what they were really waiting for, th.ey 
clung to his hand. “ I’ve known Klit since she was 
this high,” they declared, even when she could not 
remember having seen them but once or twice 
before, or even at all. 

Gad had been heartbroken because Harvey had 
not let her come in from Glen Barry for this dinner. 
Gail would have loved all of it. But if she had 
come, by now people would have thought she was 
Bert’s bride rather than Kit, and Harvey knew it. 
Gail could never help getting into the centre of 
things, and Harvey had said very firmly that he was 
not going to have his wife mixed up in all of that. 
So she had only written beseeching letters, begging 
Kit to bring Bert to see them. It was so amusing, 
she said, to think their little Kit had married Bert 
Holm! 

But they were going to Bert’s home first. To- 
morrow they were to be at Misty Falls and only 
when they had seen Bert’s parents were they going to 
Glen Barry to stay as long as they liked — at least, 
until they knew where they wanted to live. Then, 
she summoned from somewhere the faith still to 
believe, her marriage to Bert Holm would really 
begin — a honeymoon postponed. 
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“ We’re getting a good meal out of this, anyway, 
Kit ” Bert said in a low voice. He had not spoken 
mcc during the dinner. It had not been necessary. 
On the other side of him the master of ceremonies 
had been in a state of distraction because so many 
mnre neople were there than had been expected. 
Across Bert’s silence he had panted to Kit, Please 
excuse the confusion, Mrs. Holm. I do assure you 
_ifwe had had any idea — 1 do assure you I don’t 
think there is another figure in the world who could 
have drawn New York out like this. Your husband 
has been a tremendously stimulating— — ” 

An agitated headwaiter whispered into his ear. 

“ By all means—” he agreed excitedly. “ Cer- 
tainly ! ” He turned to Kit. “They’re putting 
tables into the gallery,” he explained proudly. “ The 
resources of the hotel are taxed to ^e utmost.” He 
picked up the programme before him and studied it 
hurriedly, wondering how long the people’s patience 
would hold. 

She had a strange sense that she was in_ an 
atmosphere about to burst, an iridescent, shining, 
fragile bubble that might instantly shatter into a 
rainbow mist, leaving her still quite alone. It was 
all too huge, too bright, wholly unreal. Indeed 
Bert, eating young lamb with stolid enjoyment, was 
the only stability. She yearned toward him un- 
expectedly. 

“ Don’t eat so much you can’t make your speech,” 
she whispered playfully. 

He grinned and winked at her. 

But she was learning already that she need not 
fear the moment when he rose. At first she had 
suffered miseries of apprehension, afraid lest — what 
did she fear ? She was afraid lest they would not 
appreciate him, these New York people she knew 
so well, lest they who were always ready to laugh 
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would mock him for his simplicity. She knew better 
now. They were like every other crowd. 

The dinner lengthened and the waiters were over- 
•.vorked and perspiring. Around them people were 

growing restive. , . „ . , * r 

“ We’ll have to begin, the master of ceremonies 

whispered, alarmed. He rose before the dessert was 
finished and began his long introduction. Embar- 
rassed bv his fulsomeness, she looked down so that 
she could not see people’s eyes. No human being 
deserved or could deserve all that was being said. 
It really was not fair to Bert, it made him ridiculous. 
She glanced at Bert and she could tell by the look 
on his face that he was not listening. She looked at 
the people but to her wonder there was no amusement 
on their faces, only wholehearted appreciation and 
excitement. They believed, at least for the moment, 
because they were so eager to believe. 

" And now,” the dramatic voice declared, “ I pre- 
sent to you our American Sir Galahad, Bert Holm ! ” 
And now she found again that she need not suffer 
for his simplicity in their presence. They liked him 
the more because he offered them no rivalry. The 
plainer, the more stammering he was, the more shy 
and halting, the better they hked him and the more 
“ real ” he seemed to them, nostalgic still, in the 
midst of a sophistication pretentious and acquired 
in a generation, for the simplicities of pioneers and 
w’hat they called “ the soil.” He rose and stood a 
moment looking straight ahead of him. She knew 
he was deliberately trying to put them all out of his 
mind so that he could remember his speech — the 
same speech he made everywhere. 

“ Well, folks,” he began slowly, “I don’t know 
what to tell you exactly except to say that was as 
good a dinner as I ever ate, outside of what my 
mother cooks. I don’t know even if she could come 
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up to it, though she is a good cook. You sure have 
treated me to one swell time and I will always 
remember this town as a place where I had one swell 
time. I guess though you want to hear something 
about my trip up the mountain. There isn’t much 
to tell. When Sir Alfred Fessaday gave the order to 
give up and go down on account of one of the men 
having the pneumonia he was, of course, right in 
what he did. But I says to myself, ‘ Hell,’ I says, 

‘ I’ve come a long, long way to climb this 
mountain ’ ” 

In the hot and stagnant city air people leaned for- 
ward to stare at him, to catch his every word, to see 
him climbing slowly up those frozen perilous slopes, to 
feel the terror of the moment when he slipped twenty 
feet into a crevasse and had to work his way out 
again, to face the impassable wall of rock at the top 
about which he had to creep until he found the great 
crack where he could slip in and find foothold. 
They breathed the icy air, clean with the cleanliness 
of ages, they looked out over the heaped mountain 
tops, snowy as far as eye could reach toward the 
borders of Tibet- She had helped him to tell more 
and more of what they wanted to know, so that now 
he could talk almost an hour in his halting, simple 
fashion that won their hearts because it was so 
different from that to which they were accustomed, 
their own smooth wit with its undertones of secret 
malice. They were afraid of each other in the private 
incessant rivalry of their life, but no one need be 
afraid of this lad. They could not have forgiven him 
if he had been like themselves, but they could love 
him because he was not. 

The room was full of the rush of hand-clapping 
when he sat down. 

“ They liked it,” she whispered, keeping irony to 
herself. 
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“ I’m getting the hang of it, he boasted under his 
breath. 


... He was terribly thirsty always after he 
talked. Talking such a lot dried the very spit out 
of his mouth. But he really was getting better at it. 
He didn’t mind it hardly at aU. The fact was, 
there were times like this when he was getting even 
to kind of like it, to have all these dressed-up guys 
and women looking up to him, thinking he was 
pretty swell. Well, it had been no easy thing 
climbing that mountain. When he was doing it he 
hadn’t thought much about it. But now the more 
he told about it, the more he could see that it was a 
big thing he had done, climbing a mountain in the 
Himalayas that nobody had ever climbed before, 
that Fessaday himself had given up. He could see 
he had done a pretty fine brave thing. He didn’t 
mind anything except these goddamned photo- 
graphers’ lights flashing in his eyes. It always took 
him by surprise, and when he was taken by surprise, 
he felt hot and mad. ... ’ 

“ Cut it out, will you ? ” he shouted impetuously 
at a cameraman. “ I’ve had enough of it for one 
night.” People around him laughed. He turned 
to the master of ceremonies. “ Say, I don’t 
think ” 

Kit pressed his arm steadily and gently, and he 
stopped. 

“ It’s almost over, Bert,” she whispered. 

Just at this moinent, a small fastidious-looking 
man came up, holding his eyeglasses in his hand. 
He said to Bert in a quiet thin little voice, “ I 
merely wish to say that when you want to organize 
an expedition of your own, Mr. Holm, I should like 
you to know that I will give a hundred thousand 
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dollars toward it. I will put this in writing. My 
name is Albert Canty.” 

He bowed so quickly they could not answer him, 
and disappeared. 

Kit knew him by sight and by hearsay from 
her diildhood — Albert Canty, the multi-millionaire 
American son of Scotch peasants, who had given a 
fortune for Biblical archaeology to prove old truths 
now questioned, Albert Canty, whose beautiful 
Irish wife had deserted him for a young French 
captain, whose son had killed himself at college, 
whose daughter, though still with her father, was a 
recluse and little different from a nun ! His thin figure, 
appearing suddenly out of this glittering mob, had 
all the asserting effect of the melody motif of a 
symphony, restored after orchestral roar and dis- 
sonance. Even Albert Canty and with such an 
offer ! Was there some hidden wonder in this man 
she had married ? But in the instant in which she 
paused for this question and before the crowd caught 
them again, Bert said to her : 

“ An expedition of my own. Kit ! I never thought 
of it.” He looked daxed by this new idea. 

That night he talked of it a little to her before 
they slept. 

“Those mountains,” he murmured doubtfully. 
“Well, I don’t know. Kit. What would I go for 
again ? ” 

“ Why did you go in the first place ? ” she asked. 

In the darkness he paused a moment, then laughed. 

“ I dunno now,” he said. “ One of my hunches, 

I guess. I wanted to do it all of a sudden and so I 
did. Maybe I will, again. But now I’m here I don’t 
know as I want to go again. Oh, heck ! ” He 
yaraed raucously. “ I want to go home. Kit, we’re 
going home tomorrow ! ” 

She did not answer. She must remember to tell 

77 



her father what Albert Canty had said, and then she 
could not sleep for thinking of that thin drawn figure 
in whose desperately weary and cynical eyes she had 
seen a moment’s self-forgetful light. 

It was symbolic of all that was unexpressed 
between them that she had never told Bert she 
dreaded this homegoing to his parents. She wished 
she could be as Gail had been when she first went 
to Harvey Crane’s family as the new daughter-in-law. 

“ Aren’t you afraid ? ” she had asked Gail then. 

“ Of what ? ” Gail had demanded. Then she 
had added, her eyes full of mischief, Vm sure 
they’re much more likely to be afraid of me — after 
the first day, at least ! ” 

If only she had some of Gail’s insouciant self- 
confidence ! But she had none. She dreaded 
beyond daring to think of it the arrival at that 
strange house which perforce she must call home, 
and of meeting those strangers whom she must by 
the accident of marriage to Bert call father and 
mother. The very thought of this outraged some 
inner secret loyalty to her own. It was a loyalt}^ 
beyond that to her fanoily. It was to those whom 
she called my kind ” — that is, a few persons, not 
people, to whom thought was more active and more 
valuable than any other exercise^ whose thought was 
fed by new ideas and whose emotions were the 
quicker because they were informed and stimulated 
by new perceptions. ‘‘ Rich, would-be intellectuals ! ” 
Norman had scoffed. To which she had returned 
with a quiet shrewdness that always confounded 
him, ‘‘At least not unsuccessful intellectuals who 
despise their own brains, Norman. You glorify 
farmers and bricklayers because at least they are 
successful. And so you think brawn, which you 
haven’t, is better than brains, which you have.” 
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She had said such things sharply to Norman, loving 
him to the core, while to Bert she was always 
patient. So to Norman, in such a situation, she 
would have said, “ I don’t want to go to Misty 
Falls. They won’t be my kind.” 

To Bert she said instead, “ What shall I wear to 
go to Misty Falls ? ” 

” It was early morning and she was packing, having 
been too weary for it the night before. 

Bert, still in bed, yawned. “ Something fancy. 
Kit,” he said. “ Mom loves fancy dresses.” 

She paused, horrorstruck. Fancy ! She had 
nothing fancy. Her garments were always plain. 
She hesitated, then went on packing quietly the 
things she would have worn at Glen Barry, tweed 
skirt and jackets and jerseys, a simple evening dress 
or two, a plain frock. 

She saw Bert’s mother very clearly in that one 
word he had used — as clearly indeed as she was to 
see her on the morrow — and then she remembered 
practically that she had always been reluctant before 
anything new. Her first days at boarding school, 
the whole first term at college, the evening of her 
debut had been miserable with varying sorts of 
dread. She must just get used to Bert’s people, she 
told herself. When she grew used to things she nearly 
always could like them. It occurred to her at this 
moment that the only sudden thing she had ever 
done in her life had been to marry Bert Holm. 

“ I wonder why I did ? ” she thought, and added 
quickly, “ so suddenly.” But she allowed the 
question to go unanswered. 

At the station in Misty Falls they were met by a 
fat excited woman in a large flowered print dress 
and a new mustard-coloured cloth coat too tight for 
her. Beside her stood a stooped, heavy-shouldered 
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man in a rusty black suit. But behind these two were 

scores of other people. , ■ _c u ce , 

“ Gosh ! ” Bert shouted joyfully, the whole 

town’s here ! ” ,, , 

“ I thought you said we d be quiet ! ” Kit 

exclaimed. 

He grinned at her. I was wrong, I guess,” he 
admitted. “ Well, they’re here, all right. Hell, if 
there isn’t that old son-of-a-gun, Jackie Rexall, even. 
I used to work with him in the garage ! Hello, you 
old son-of-a-gun ! Hello, Mom ! Hello, Pop ! This 
is Kit ! ” 

The train had stopped and she felt herself taken 
into Mrs. Holm’s fat, soft embrace, and in her ear 
she heard an excited voice babbhng, half weeping. 

“ Dearie, dearie, it’s too good to be true, that Bert’s 
brought home such a lovely bride ! Jake, isn’t she 
a nice little bride ? ” 

She looked up into Mr. Holm’s solemn blue eyes 
and put out her hand which he took into his own 
hand, at once huge and lifeless. “ Pleased to meet 
you,” he said. He looked about him, dazed, stniltng 
aimlessly as the crowd yelled at Bert. Bert was 
yelling back, wild with joy. Men were roaring at 
him and clapping him on the back. 

“ Well, you old tinker, you had to get to the top, 
did yuh ? ” “ Well, the bad penny’s home again ! ” 

“ What d’ye think you are, Bert, a goddamned 
mountain goat ? ” “ He’s the goat, all right, all 

right — I been readin’ about you, Bert ! ” “ Naw, 
he’s got ’em all fooled — we know he’s no great 
shakes — the town good-for-nothin’, he is ! ” 

They were all worshipping him, the same adoring 
orship, the greater because they could appropriate 
for themselves some of his fame. “ I come from 
Misty Falls — place where Bert Holm was born,” 
they said casually, carefully, when they were away 
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from home. “ Yeah, known him all my life — a 
swell fella ! ” they said. 

A burst of wavering music sprang up from a drum 

and two horns. 

‘‘ Hey, shut up, you ! Bert yelled. I ain’t the 
President yet ! ” 

“ Any time you want to be, let us know ! ” they 
yelled back. 

Then suddenly he remembered Kit. She had 
stood quietly and a little to one side, waiting for she 
did not know what. He swept her into his ai'ms and 
held her high over his head. 

Folks, meet my wife. Kit ! ” 

From the height she looked down on them., 
smiling painfully. “ Put me down, Bert,” she mut- 
tered through set teeth. But he did not hear her, 
and they stared up at her, subsiding as they stared 
into shy silence. Everybody knew who she was 
because they read the Sunday papers. She was 
Katherine Tall ant, Robert Tallant’s daughter. They 
had seen her picture. It was only a year or so ago 
she had made her debut, whatever that was. They 
were all shy of her — society folks her people were, 
rich society folks. 

‘‘ Put me down, Bert,” she begged. 

But they did not get over their shyness, even when 
Bert put her down at last and introduced them one 
by one. She shook scores of hands and smiled over 
and over again. But they were still shy, and Bert’s 
father moved rather soberly toward an old car into 
which she climbed after Bert’s mother. 

It was as though a party which had been merry 
and at its height were suddenly over and finished. 

This was quiet. The square white farmhouse 
stood on a hillside, half hidden by trees. It had no 
special beauty except that of fields and trees among 
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which it stood and of the immense surrc 
silence. But after the incessant noise of 1 
weeks, after the treadmill of public functions, 
bare and free, was enough. She stepped ou 
old car and into the soft uncut grass of th< 
front yard and stood a moment, feeling' -the si 

“/like it,” she said. 

“ Gosh, it’s swell to be home ! ” Bert yelh 
hugged her. 

“ I’m glad you like our little old farm, d 
his mother said. 

But what she really loved was this safe enwr 
silence, where even the winds brought no 
voices than their own. 

For in a very few days she knew she coi 
love Bert’s mother and father. It was her owi 
at least much was her own fault, she recc 
honesdy. She had too finicking a sense of sm 
one thing. There was no use pretending sh 
the smell of cows in which Mr. Holm i 
enveloped. He could not help it, of course 
dairy farm. He washed himself patiently 
kitchen sink whenever he came in from the 
and that, too, she had not to see — that was! 
the sink. Bert reverted to it at the first meal, t 
there was a bathroom upstairs of which his* r 
was proud. 

“ Bert, why don’t you use the bathroom ? 
had asked, astonished. 

„ Holm spoke up positively, though chee 
I am t gom to have all that dirt in my nice 
room,” she said. 


^ert mnked at Kit. “I know that, Mom,” h 

nr "^1 them back stairs, young i 

hfo. Holm added with authority. " You kin 
aU the mountains you want to but you can’t 
my front stans for me to clean. ” 
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“ He’s honest and good. He’s the stuff America is 

made of — he’s- ’ 

Then she threw away pretence. 

“ I happen to be American — and so do you, 
Norman Linlay — and so are our fairies generations 
back, in spite of not smelling like this man.” 

“You’re so damned narrow,” Norman began. 

“ You’re damned narrow,” she broke in. “ All 
j jay is — let’s sit to windward. But you insist 
that all good Americans must smell of old sweat to 
be honest. Well, most Americans don’t ! Most 
Americans are just ordinary, clean, fairly comfortable 
people who move to windward as a matter of course 
when the few like this — this Berger are around. 
But you aren’t satisfied unless you’re smelling sweat. 
Clean commonplace people aren’t real to you. 
What you mean is they’re not easy to write plays 
about. It’s much easier to write about starvation 
and sweat and unemployment and flood and violence 
than it is about what really goes on in most people’s 
lives. But most Americans don’t starve and don’t 
smell of sweat and most of us are employed and 
have never seen anything that you’d czdl violent ! ” 
He had been so angry that he had got up and 
left her, his loud footsteps echoing down the empty 
theatre aisle. She had resisted the impulse to run 
after him, to cry, “ Oh, darling, how stupid to 
quarrel ! What do I care about smells ? ” 

She had not run after him because she knew what 
she had said was true, and because it was true 
Norman had been angry. 

Afterwards she was not so sure that truth was the 
most important thing in the world. But then it had 
seemed necessary that between them truth could be 
spoken. She waited but he did not come back, and 
after a while she got up and went home. It was the 
first bad quarrel they had had, but more were to 
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follow, because neither of them ever said they were 
sorry. They simply took up again over the gulf the 
quarrel had made. 

And all through that afternoon Berger, the harm- 
less subject of their quarrel, had gone on working 
at the set he was putting up. It was a farm kitchen, 
where the farm people Norman had made out of his 
brain were to sit about a deal table and eat their 
plain and hard-earned fare. 

But that was a play and this was the reality. 
The difference was very great ! 

Father,” she made herself say it, though her 
blood rebelled, ‘‘ will you have some more stew ? ” 

He shook his head. Nope — had ’nough,” he 
replied. He sat eating steadily in great gulps while 
Mrs. Holm talked. 

At first Kit had listened to Berths mother talk 
and had even tried to answer and make a conversa- 
tion. Then she discovered that this only upset her. 
For years Mrs. Holm had talked without interruption 
from her husband and son, and she was not used 
to it. Kit sat in silence after a few days and Mrs. 
Holm resumed her wandering monologue. 

“ I don’t know I’m sure, Jake, what I’m goin’ to 
do if you don’t get at my garden. The dahlias are 
a mess of weeds. I’d get at it myself if I could bend 
my back any more. Bert, why don’t you do it ? 
You ain’t done a thing since you come home. You 
mustn’t spoil him, Kitty. I raised him to work.” 

Bert laughed. '‘Yeah, and I ran away from 
home, Mom ! ” 

“ Shut up, you,” she ordered him good- 
humouredly. “ WeU, I guess you’re such a big 
bug now you’ll never lift a hand for your old Mom 
any more. I’m sure, Kitty, if you knew what a good 
Htde boy Bert was and how he used to help his old 
Mom — I never missed a daughter around, he was 
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as good as a girl until he grew up, and then the 
devil began to come out in him. Well, I guess all 
young feUers are so, and we’U let what’s gone be 
gone, Bert. You’ve done noble and made us all 
proud of you.” She leaned over to Bert and patted 
his hand. 

But beyond the house the quiet was perfect. It 
was in the woods where she could wander and on 
the meadows where she could lie on the slope of a 
hillside. The quiet gave perspective to everything. 
For she was too American not to know that it was 
also true that many a great American had come out 
of houses such as this one where Bert had been born. 
This small wooden structure, cold in winter and 
hot in summer, flimsy in storm and wind, and yet 
somehow indestructible, was essentially American 
and it was all part of what went to make up Bert. 
Long before she had seen it actually as it stood 
now in the hollow beneath her as she lay on the hill- 
side, she had studied it on a front page in California. 
Pictures of this house had been on the pages of 
newspapers everywhere and people felt it appro- 
priate. American heroes ought to come out of houses 
like that because it could have been anybody’s 
house. What they forgot was that the heroes had 
not stayed in such houses. They had refused to 
stay in them as Bert himself had. 

“ Tell me about the rooms, Bert,” she had begged. 

But he could never tell her much. “ Aw, I don’t 
know,” he had said. “ It’s just a house, I guess.” 

“ Can’t you remember it, your own home, Bert ? ” 
she had urged. 

He had remembered the strangest thing in the 
house, the thing with which surely he had had the 
least to do. He said, wrinkling his forehead, “ Mom 
has a parlour with a cupboard full of queer things 
she picked up. Somebody sent her some junk from 
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Africa once — a missionary or something. Mom’s 
great on foreign missions.” 

And indeed on the first Sunday afternoon Mrs. 
Holm had shown Elit the cupboard. ‘ ‘ When we have 
the dishes washed, Kitty,” she had said with dignity 
at dinner, “ I want you should see my things.” So 
they had gone into the parlour and she had drawn 
up the shades and unlocked the cupboard. 

Then she had taken the things out, one by one. 
“ This here,” she explained, “ is a knife they chop 
each other up with in Africa. I can’t remember 
what they call it, but it’s some special name, the 
missionary told me. Our church in Misty Falls 
helps support a missionary in Africa, an awful good 
man. We support one-quarter of him. This here’s 
a basket. It’s wove out of coconut bark, somehow. 
It’s wonderful what those poor heathen people over 
there know how to do. I declare I feel so sorry for 
them, so ignorant and all. Reverend Shankey does 
tell us the saddest things about the things they do 
because they don’t know any better. They’re so 
ignorant, they’re real pitiful.” 

Kit, sitting in a small old-fashioned rocker, 
handled one thing after another in silence. It was 
incredible, it was all incredible — she felt nearer at 
that moment to those Africans whom she had seen 
living amiably in sunshine than she did to this 
good woman who was Bert’s mother, who was 
enjoying her pity of them. 

Kit, lying in the thick meadow grass one windless 
afternoon in a sunny October, remembered how she 
had felt that first Sunday she had come. What made 
people belong together or apart ? She looked at 
Bert, lying beside her. His eyes were shut. 

. • . He was thinking lazily that he needn’t have 
been scared Kit wouldn’t like it here. She liked it 
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and the folks liked hrr w.-ll Not that it 

mattered an aw ltd lot ii tlu*y tUtia t Ix’i'uuse us soon 
as he got around to M-tlliii.t s<.uirulu‘n- tlicy wouldn’t 
be here any more laui h- Jh' didu t know wlvethcr 
he wanted to Slav in Mistv f alls or tuu. Sdinctliing 
had to be do! le about l.ilv it ittey staycti here. She 
was baek aitaiti workhiy in Uir vhI.i liumtain. Jack 
had told hiiti that ou titr <jai<*t. tiuwu at the station. 
She hadn't staged in Hra.>. .dter all. She was Inui 
atworkexaeth asthotudi -dir }»,id never been away — 
“ takin’ i!o sass about son, siritlicr,” Jack had sattl. 
“ She acts like slir never tir.ii d of yott.” 

“Hell, I don't ».nr,'’ hr had replietl. “She’s 
nothing to me.” 

That wa.s true ritoiigh, but of'tauirsc he h;ul to tell 
Kit about her sojisetimr or soiuel>ody \v(>uld if thev 
stayed in Mhty I'alH. It hail hern tlecenl of Lily 
not to show uji at the siatimt. She could have .u 
well as not. He’d half ex jm ted her to show up or 
want aliniuny or soinrthiiig now that he \v;is ;i rhli 
man and everybudv was talking about wdiat he had 
done. When she got the lUvonr shrhl iu'en so mad 
she said she didn't want aiiylliiug f'rttiu Isiiu. Ihi! 
then she knew he duht’t have anything, though ht 
wouldn’t hiue given it tt> her if hr h;ui. She kf 
him of her own Iree will, Now that he was rieh ■ 
or going to he riih , . . Maybe they’ll better jw) 
stay in Misty Falk. Kit w.w sayitig something. Ii 
opened his eyes. . . . 

“ What’s that. Kit ? “ he asked, 

“ I said/' she rr|tralrd dreittuily, ** that I ha 
been looking forward so hmg to mtr Iseiug alon 
Bert. Do yon know we’ve hanlly talked togefhi 
at all si tier \vc were married ? '* 

“ That’s right, Kit," he agreed. 

“Wc’vc had nt» quiet until now,” site intise 
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“ Well, I’ persuade his heart to open, his mind 
...j:. speak r* Now, if ever, they should be able to 
'talk, to tell each what each had never told. Some- 
times she had longed to tell him about Norman. 
Perhaps telling Bert would drive out the last shadows 
of memory, but it was not a thing to be told between 
coming back exhausted from a late luncheon to hurry 
into evening clothes for an early reception before 
a dinner. This place made her think of Norman, 
not with love so much as malice left from love still 
not quite healed. She did not long for him. She 
thought, “ I wish he could see what it is really like 
when it’s not on a stage ! ” But even this made her 
think of him more than she had since her marriage. 
Or was it simply that in the quiet she found him still 
there ? 

“ How heavenly this day is ! ” she said, sighing. 

Autumn lay like a richer sunlight over the hills 
around them and the valley below. Upon her lips 
was trembling that which she wanted to tell Bert. 
If she told him, then her honesty might be the 
bridge between them. 

“ Sure is,” he agreed again. He plucked a grass 
and sat chewing it. Far off on a hillside he saw his 
father turning the cows into a fresh meadow. 

“ Pop’s goin’ to plough up that old meadow before 
winter,” he said. 

“ Is he ? ” Kit murmured. 

She delayed. The afternoon air was pure and 
delicious. This was beauty, this sloping mead^'-'*^ 
the orchard to the right, the house below, 
beyond it the low interlacing hills. The eart 
warm beneath her. She put out her hand a’’ 

Bert’s hand and held it. When the mc' 
she would seize it, the moment wb 
near enough for her to begin. 

“ Bert, when you were a little bo- 
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of Icavin- her and ('.-in- tu tl.r uthn v.„ • 

world and flimimi:'; ufunaatiss nubudy ii.id cvci 
climbed lu-furc " 

He chewed i!ii‘ ",1.1- ifi. iin.du .iillv, hi:; lilue Ka/.c 
concentrated in tin- leui. ui!»t. 

‘‘ 1 don’t thinl I thfoelit nint h (tfunythiu" 

then ” he said aher a while. '* I t an'l rememher 
that I did. bay " he hitt'.e tdl, ’* uhal'.s ftoint; on 
down at the hou-e .' ” 

He pointed am! site s.U ti|> .intl h‘»»brtl down the 

hill. . 

A car had stoppetl jerkiiv npim the “ony (inuiiry 
road before the honw, < hit ol it tame tluce men, 

carryinR a hirue eanirva and a uijit.d. 

“ Hell ! ” Bert whi'jirini. ” i.ci’s run ! *’ 

She leaped u|i and 11 ) 0 % jtiinrii liami. and ran 
into the orehanl and loU themwlvt-s among the 
apple-laden trees. 

“ Now they can’t .see us,” liert tieihirril. 

It was suddeiilv fun runnini’ .iway like thi 
together in the biillianl suimv aftmnttm. Around 
them tlie fnigrauce of the ssaim lipr applrs was like 
wine. She felt wild ami tire and rscitrtl. Shr had 
been trying to cnas a luoinrtit to approach as one 
tempts a limitl bird. Hut it was nearer now it.s the*, 
ran together than .speech had hern able to hriug if. 

“Oh Bert, I think I love sou ! ” she cried. She 
flung hmelf into his amis, aiul be sei/ed her au»l 
held her. 

“ I’m crazy ahoitt >011,” hr saiil tensely. “ i ha/s 
■— crazy - - iTUzy- — " 

He lifted her agaiml him until her fret were « Irar 
of the earth. Ik was strong anti she kit liis st rengih 
svilh a quiver of new interest. Ami then the luiuitenl 
fell into bits. They heart! someone irainping up the 
low hill in the grass, and Mrs. ilnlin appeared over 
the stone orchard wall. 
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‘‘ Well, here’s where you are ! ” her surprised 
voice exclaimed. 

Bert let Kit go and she felt her feet hard and 
suddenly upon the ground. They looked down to 
meet Mrs. Holm’s embarrassed eyes. She was hot 
and red, and panting from her climb. 

“ I been looking everywhere for you, Bert,” she 
said sharply. ‘‘ Didn’t you hear me calling you ? 
They’re men here from the county newspaper, 
wantin’ to take your picksher.” 

Hell ! ” Bert began. ‘‘ Can’t I ” 

‘‘ Come on — they’re waitin’,” Mrs. Holm 
ordered. ‘‘And bad language don’t do anybody 
any good,” she added severely. 

“ Oh, all right,” Bert said. 

They followed her down the hill, soberly and in 
silence. 

There was no quiet. For, these having found 
Bert, others followed. Every day cars drove 
up to the house. Sometimes they brought news- 
paper men, sometimes only tourists coming to see 
where Bert was born, and wanting autographs. It 
was always Mrs. Holm who went out to see them. 
She was beginning to enjoy being Bert Holm’s 
mother. She kept a clean apron on the kitchen shelf 
ready to slip on when she saw a car stop. And it 
was she who went and found Bert wherever he was, 
and made him come to the parlour which now she 
dusted every morning. 

At first Bert quarrelled furiously with her. 

“ Heck, I can’t go on like this. Mom,” he pro- 
tested. “Whadd’ye think? I’m no continuous 
show — I gotta have some peace ! ” 

“Don’t talk like a fool!” she returned. “It 
ain’t nothin’ to come and be a little civil to folks 
that have druv a long way just to see you. I hate 



folks who think they’re too good for other folks. 
The least you can do, Bert, is to stand and let ’em 
see you.” 

She ignored Bert’s sullenness and herself laughed 
and talked and told endless stories of Bert as the 
wonderful baby and the wonderful little boy. 

I knew he wasn’t no ordinary child,” she 
boasted. He could chew meat before he was a 
year old as good as you or me — mouth full of teeth 
a’ready.” Bert, when he heard her, protested, '' Aw, 
Mom ! Shut up ! ” 

People listened, stared, took snapshots, and cried, 
‘‘ Oh, Mrs. Holm, would you mind standing beside 
him?” 

In a few days all over America the papers were 
full of pictures of Bert standing tall and frowning 
beside a fat, laughing woman who was his mother. 

They asked for Kit, too. Aren’t you married, 
Bert ? ” men drawled. “ Where’s your wife ? ” 

‘‘ Oh, we’d love to meet her,” women said 
politely. 

But Kjt had learned to slip out of the side door 
in the cramped little dining-room and to go over a 
bit of swamp up the hill into the woods. The swamp 
was her salvation. Mrs. Holm would never risk 
getting her feet wet. Once she had sent Bert after 
her when she had chanced to see Kit escaping 
toward the swamp. He ran after her and caught 
her midway and there, balanced upon a rock in the 
midst of the muck, they had argued. 

Ejt, Mom says come back just this once. It’s 
somebody she knows. They want our picture all 
together.” 

Bert, I had rather throw myself into the swamp. 
I can’t stand it.” 

'' Well, I have to stand it ! ” - 
But I don’t. I’m not yom” 
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He looked at her helplessly. “ But what am I 
going to tell Mom ? ” 

“ I don’t care what you tell her,” she said 
passionately, “only if I have to — to have my 
picture taken and talk to people I’ll go away.” 

Deep in her heart she knew her supreme ridiculous 
fear was that her picture would have to be in the 
paper beside Mrs. Holm’s. She could not bea.r the 
thought of what Gail’s amusement would be if she 
saw her beside Mrs. Holm. 

“ All the same, you’re my wife. Kit,” Bert said. 

She looked up. “ What has that to do with it ? ” 

“ If Mom can he proud of me, it don’t look good 
for you not to be,” he said solemnly. 

“ Bert, you don’t want me to play the fool too ! ” 
she cried. 

Then she saw she had hurt him and she turned 
and fled across the swamp without once looking back 
until she reached the teees. From among them she 
watched Bert walking"' dejectedly across the field. 
Poor Bert — but indeed she could not ! 

For weeks the glorious autumn weather had 
been an invitation to every tourist. Mrs. Holm 
was dressed and ready to entertain from morning 
until night. She had collected all she could 
find of Bert’s baby things and had spread them 
upon the big table in the parlour, upon a clean 
sheet. Women exclaimed over yeUowed baby dresses 
of thick white cotton edged with hamburg, over 
worn little shoes and patched blue overalls, .^d it 
had come to be a matter of course that m me 
morning Kit left the house. She ai^ Mm. Holin 
had said nothing after her refusal. Only Bert had 
said shortly, “ I told Mom to leave you alone, Kit.^ 
“ Thank you^ Bert,” she said. It was ve^ good 
of him to take her side against his mother, but stiU 
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they must go away as soon as they could. She asked 
nearly every day, When do you think, Bert, we 
can go to Glen Barry ? Dad and Mother are back 
and you haven’t even seen Gail and Harvey arid 
the children.” She knew now that merely being 
married to Bert could not make this place her home 
and she longed to return to her own. 

And each time Bert said, ‘‘ Oh, pretty soon, Klit- 
Mom’s having such a swell time, I kind of hate to 
spoil her fun. Soon as the good weather’s over 
there won’t be so much doin’. Then we’ll go, sure/^ 
His first anger at being followed to his father’s 
house had passed and he was beginning to feel 
tolerant. She was not sure that he was not even 
beginning to enjoy being Bert Holm. His motlier 
had a deeper influence over him than anyone else- 
As for the moment she had lost that day in the 
orchard, Kit gave it up. It would never come so 
long as they were here, that she now knew. 

But she would not blame Bert for this. His 
mother was the sort of woman to whom one must 
yield or else from whom one must escape. Apparently 
easy-going and full of amiable talk, she dominated 
everything within hearing of her loud flat voice and 
heavy footsteps. Hers was an enormous personality- 
Without enough intelligence to control or guide it,, it 
overflowed and clutched in its grasp every other 
personality. Its power was its amiability, which 
reproached all rebellion. In the emptiness of her 
days, Kit tore to pieces the woman who was Beirt’s 
mother. Norman was totally wrong. If he were 
here, they would fall again into that old quarrel 
of theirs, whose issues somehow they could never 
clearly define, except that she knew he was wrong 
when he felt that all good was to be found only in 
the simplest of human beings. Poverty and physicail 
labour and low birth had no magic of their own te 

94 



create souls in human beings, let democracy preach 
as it would. 

That again he would have denied. He would 
say, she told herself, remembering against her will 
his intense, dark face, that it was not people whom he 
defended but a kind of life, a life of the hands and 
the body, work that used them and so drove the 
whole being to simplicity. He was sick of intelligence. 
There was too much of it spread too thin. The most 
intelligent mind was the one that recognized its own 
futility and gave itself back to the body to work and 
eat and sleep and call it life. 

Well, here it was, she thought. She wished he 
could see it and then call it life, if he could ! ^ And 
then she told herself sharply that she was thinking 
far too much about Norman these days. She w^ 
making excuses to think about him. What did it 
matter whether he were right or wrong, when she 
was married to Bert Holm ? 

At this particular moment of thinking she was 
wandering through the woods, now at their fullest 
height of late October colour, and she came un- 
expectedly upon Bert’s father. He was clearing out 
some young trees when, coming over a low she 
found him in the hollow beyond. She had never 
been alone with him before and at once she felt 
shy ; but then, so did he. She saw his face flush a 
dry red. 

» Hello, there,” he said. . 

“ Hello,” she answered. He chopped with new 
energy because he was so shy, and she hesitated a 
moment, not liHng to be rude and to go on without 
further speech, and yet longing to be gone. 

“ Walking ? ” he asked perfunctorily, pausing a 

’^°^Yes',” she answered. Then she smiled. “ More 
than that, I’m running away.” 
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“ Don’t like tourists, do ye ? ” he said. 

She shook her head. 

“ No more do I,” he said. She saw now for the 
first time that Bert had his very blue eyes from his 
father. Mr. Holm was looking at her. 

“ Say,” he said suddenly, leaning on his long- 
handled axe, “ you don’t like it here much nohow.” 

“ Oh yes,” she said quickly. “ I like a great 
many things, the woods, for instance, and the quiet 
at night. I am very quiet naturally, though so 
much of my life has had to be spent in New York, 
since my father’s business is there.” 

“ Banker, ain’t he ? ” Mr. Holm inquired, cough- 
ing for politeness. 

She nodded. 

“ Don’t know much about banks myself,” he said. 

She sat down on a log. 

“ I don’t, either,” she said. 

“ No ? ” he said politely. “ Well, I never could 
get enough ahead to use ’em.” 

He seemed about to begin chopping again, for 
he rubbed the edge of his axe with his forefinger as 
though it were a leather-strop. Impossible to tell 
what those hands had been when they were young, 
so misshapen were they now ! 

“ Say,” he began abruptly, “ why don’t you take 
Bert away fi-om here ? ” 

She stared at him, inquiring. 

“ Take Bert away fi:om his home ? ” she asked. 

“ His Mom,” Mr. Holm said curtly. “ She’s 
goin’ to make a fool out of him. I had to fight 
against it all my life, her makin’ a fool out of him. 
But now it looks like everything’s working together 
toward it enough without her.” 

^ “ I don’t tMnk he likes this ! ” she said. “ All 
this publicity ” 

“ Don’t you be too sure he won’t get to like it,” 
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Mr. Holm said warningly. “ I ain’t sure myseE 
It’s a seE-deceivin’ thing. Folks pull somebody up 
and then he begins to get the notion he is somebody. 

I seen it before. And he don’t have gurnption to see 
that when he gets stuck-up they don’t like him and 
run after somebody else.” 

“ You mean — ” she faltered. She remembered 
how Bert now dressed every morning as though it 
were Sunday. When he first came he had delighted 
in old pants and a shirt with no collar, but now each 
day he shaved carefully and wet his hair and put 

on ^ . 1 U » 

“We’ve fought over Bert since he was born, 

Mr. Holm said, “ her and me. Me wantin’ him to 
work like a real man, and her sayin’ he was too 
good to be a dirt farmer like his Pop.’’ Mr. Holm 
drove his axe into a tree and pulled it out again. 

“ All I know is, now she thinks she was right. She’s 
always tellin’ me so. This is what she likes, aU this 
coinin’ and goin’.” Mr. Holm’s voice rose to 
vehemence — “ People cornin’ from everywhere, to 
where they ain’t wanted ! Why don’t they stay 
to home where they belong ? ” 

He stopped and spat on the edge of his axe and 
chopped down a sapling with two strokes. When he 
spoke again his voice had returned to its usual 

dejection. „ , j r • 

“ What I’m tryin’ to say is, Bert s a good mir 

mixture of her and me. He’s got good in him, but 
he’s got her in him, too, see ? And I don t know 
how much of which. But I know from past expm- 
ence Bert ain’t above bein’ made a fool ot. He 
looked at her with a strange glance. 

Why did he look at her like that ? 

“ Well,” he went on, “ that’s not here or there, 
now. My advice is get him workin’ somewhere at 
anything. Maybe your Pop could get him a jo in 
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the bank bein’ a doorman or somethin’ where he 
don’t have to do much head work, or even runnin’ 
the elevator. Bert wasn’t much in school.” 

Bert a doorman ! She looked at him to see if he 
were joking, but he was not. She rose. 

Thank you,” she said. ‘‘ I do appreciate what 
you’ve said. And I think you’re right. I see what 
you mean.” She hesitated. '' I think myself that 
perhaps Bert is growing to like all this — better than 
he did.” 

That’s it,” Mr. Holm said. You see it for 
yourself. They’ll ruin him if they can, just for their 
own fun — like runnin’ to see a sight.” 

They looked at each other, and suddenly she 
realized she could like him. He was even a litde 
like the man in Norman’s play. 

I’ve been very glad to know you,” she said. 

“ Same here,” he replied, and instantly began to 
chop at another tree. She hesitated a moment 
longer, but he went on chopping and she turned 
into the woods again. 

Outwardly the days went on exactly as they had, 
but she saw that what Mr. Holm said was true. 
Bert was being changed. No, it was not so much a 
change as though what was happening to him was 
developing something in him, some side which had 
not been apparent before. When he had been with 
strange people ^ and in strange places he had had 
no confidence in himself, he had seemed self-effac- 
ing and modest. Even his flashes of sullenness had 
seemed part of his modesty. 

But when people came to him here in his own 
surroundings he greeted them boisterously, made 
fun of their cars and of them, and enjoyed all the 
stories his mother told of him. And there were 
nearly always Jack Rexall and two or three of his 
old friends from Misty Falls who came in the late 
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afternoons on Saturdays and Sunday afternoons and 
sat wherever Bert lounged or followed him. “ The 
claque/’ she called them. 

“ What’s a clack ? ” Bert inquired. 

‘‘ The indispensable part of any show/’ she replied 
flippantly. She saw he did not understand and 
that he did not want to show it by asking another 
question^ and, feeling that afternoon contrary with 
subdued misery, she explained no further. She 
stayed away from the claque as much as she could. 
They had a strange look of knowing something that 
she did not, something more complex, more furtive 
than their simple brutish staring at her legs and 
breasts. What it was she disdained even to think 
about, though after the day she went into the 
village with Bert she was certain of her instinct. He 
had wanted to go to the small fly-ridden drugstore 
for ice cream. When they went in the claque was 
there, eating. They were distant enough when she 
and Bert came in — but their eyes were watchful. 
Watchful of what, she wondered irritably ? Bert 
swaggered to the counter in a careless lordly way and 
greeted the girl at the soda fountain. 

Hello, Lily,” he said loudly, meet my wife ! ” 
The girl was blonde, and her heavy features were 
accentuated by coarse make-up and she wore a red 
leather belt she kept pushing down. 

Pleased, I’m sure,” she said, and stared at Kit 
out of unmoving grey eyes. She had kept on staring 
at her so that each time Kit looked up while she 
sipped her orange juice, she met those large empty 
grey eyes. But Bert had paid no more attention to 
the girl. He was too busy shouting greetings at 
everybody who came in. And everybody in the 
town seemed to come to the drugstore as soon as 
they heard Bert was there. They shouted back at 
him and stopped to talk with him, but secretly she 
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felt them all staring at her and she had not g 
with him again to the village. 

The weather held in one beautiful day a 
another through a long Indian summer into a 
November of unprecedented warmth. Her mot 
back from India and Europe, wrote her from C 
Barry, “ When are you coming, dear child ? I d 
want to hurry you if you are happy, but we Ion 
see you.” And Gail wrote, “ I don’t believe the 
such a person as Bert Holm.” 

She lingered on in the farmhouse, neither ha 
nor exactly unhappy, poised in a sort of s] 
where she was nothing but a mind working on 
meaning of itself, not as an individual but as or 
millions, like and unlike her. She learned to sj 
so that they could understand her simple speec 
things done or to be done. She learned to help ■ 
the housework, to gather fruit and to bring in t 
to listen to Bert or his mother, to carry on im 
that life of the body which Norman had so exto 
but still the mind lived, waiting and unsatis 
She had never thought or felt so deeply as now, 
what she thought and felt had nothing whatev< 
do with what she physically did. If ever she 
Norman again she would ask him, “ But what 
one do wi5i the mind in this return to simplic 
There it is, as much a part of the being as the h 
are. While the hands work, it waits. Better, it 
be, to be bom without mind, but what if one h 
as one has the colour of the eyes and hair ? ” 

She felt at times the tyranny of her own n 
ruthlessly pushing her on to wonder and to t 
and to feel,, even when her will was to let all tho 
and wonder pass her by. She was ready no 
grant to Norman this, that it might be happii 
be born a fool, provided of course one couh 
enough of a fool not to know it. 



Then one day after Thanksgiving she had a 
letter from her father. Her father seldom wrote 
letters. All during her college years she had not 
heard from him more than three times. When he 
wrote her, she knew he had something to say. 

In his small cramped script, which always looked 
more like figures than handwriting, he wrote : 

Dear Kit — ^The publicity now coming out about 
Bert is unfortunate. It won’t do him any good. 
Your mother and I agree it is cheap and un- 
dignified. I advise your employing a sound publicity 
agent and controlling things a little more. I recom- 
mend Roger Brame, my own agent. Be glad to see 
you home. — With love. Dad. 

She had purposely not been reading the papers 
for these last weeks of her deep inward living. V^at 
were people saying outside about Bert ? It was time 
to go out and see. She folded the letter thoughtfully. 

“ Bert,” she said that night in their room. He was 
whistling under his breath and he stopped and cocked 
his eyebrow at her. “ Please — I want to go home.” 

She braced herself for his refusal, or at least for 
his unwillingness, but there was neither. He sat 
down on the edge of the bed and pulled off his shoes. 

“ Okay,” he said cheerfully. “ I’m ready to go. 
When do you want to start ? ” 

“ Tomorrow ? ” she asked. Would she ever know 
him ? 

“ Okay,” he agreed calmly, so calmly that she 
stood staring at him. “ What’s the matter with 
you ? ” he demanded. 

“ Why — nothing,” she replied. “ Only — would 
you have been willing to go before ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” he replied lazily. “ 

“ Because I thought you didn’t ’ 
thought you liked it here.” 
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'' Sure, I like it,’’ he said. Then he laughed. I 
guess I have it fixed now so I have fun wherever 
I go.” 

He fell to whistling again, and she thought, 
“ Now what does that mean ? ” It meant nothing. 
She had one of her sudden turns of mood. It was 
she who was foolish because she was too earnest and 
too intense. Why not accept what she had ? What 
if he had such parents ? Plenty of Americans had 
them. Her own father boasted that his grandfather 
had run the bank iii a small town and had owned 
the general store and the mill ^ — a good American. 
In such beginnings were America. It was only that 
Bert’s were more newly there. She had found him a 
generation back, that was all. 

She put away the memory unexpected at this 
moment of the one time Norman Linlay had taken 
her to his childhood home in an old New York 
house. His mother had been there, a gentle old 
lady in a soft plain black dress. She had taken 
Kit’s hand between two caressing palms. 

“ I hope you will come often into this house, my 
dear,” Norman’s mother had said. 

And she had answered, “ I’d like to — I love this 
house.” 

But she had never gone back to it. Instead she 
was here. 

‘‘ Bert, I want to be proud of you when I get you 
home ! ” she said quickly. She went to him and 
dropped on her knees before him and clasped her 
arms about his waist. His body was lean and firm 
in her grasp. 

You’d better be,” he said, laughing. I’m all 
the husband you’ve got, my girl ! ” 

She did not answer or move. She simply knelt 
there, straining him to her, her face pressed against 
him. Under her eyelids tears began to burn. And 

102 



he mistaking agony for passion, quickened to what 
he'imagined and fumbled at her bosom. She leaped 
to her feet. 

“ Kit ” 

“ No — not that — always and eternally.” 

“ But Kit ” 

“ No, I say ! ” 

“ All right ! ” he shouted. 

He stamped out of the room and banged the door 
until the thin partition shook. “ It’s as unreal as a 
stage scene,” she thought. Norman used to groan 
and curse and spend hours over stage partitions. 

She walked to the window and saw Bert cross 
the road to the barn and get his father’s car and 
turn down the road to the village, the dust rolhng 
after him through the darkness like a storm. “ He 
wants his claque,” she thought scornfully. “ He has 
to be praised and wondered at and admired.” She 
began to pack her bags, feeling so desolate that she 
was frightened. 

When Norman left her, pain had been sharp, a 
positive actuality which she could combat because 
she knew where it was. But now she was in a void. 
About her, in her, ahead, of her, there was only — 
nothing. ... 

After a long time she heard Bert. He was on the 
stair — he had come back. 

He opened the door and stood there looking at 
her uncertainly, like a big child. “ Here I am,” he 
said. 


... He had been so mad that he had some 
crazy notion of going back to Lily. He had gone 
down to the drugstore and met Jack going in. Jack 
stopped. 

“ What’s a matter, Bert ? ” 

“ Kit makes me so god-damned mad. She s 
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stuck-up — always usin’ words I don’t understand — 
actin’ like I’m some kind of a dumbbell.” 

“ You get to hell back to her,” Jack ordered. “ If 
you don’t want to be clean ruined.” 

“ I won’t.” 

“ We helped you out once for the sake of the 
town. We told them reporters there was nothin’ to 
the story. Folks here won’t stand for it again 
whole country won’t stand for it now. You’re not 
just Bert Holm now. You’re a whole lot more.” 

Jack kept edging him along back to the car and 
he went, because maybe Jack was right. No, hell, he 
went because he wanted to. • . . 

Kit, looking at him sorrowfully, put out her arms. 
He went to her and bent his head to her shoulder and 
felt her arms go about him. She was trembling with, 
crying. 

“ What’s matter. Kit ? ” he asked. He tried to 
lift his head to see her face but she pressed it hard to 
her shoulder. 

“ It’s — just — nothing,” she whispered. 
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Chapter Three 

The beeches are more beautiful than ever/’ she 
said to her father quietly. She was sitting between 
Bert and her mother in the back of the big touring 
car which had met them at the station. 

‘‘ Coddle tells me one of them has a blight/’ he 
replied. “ I sent for the tree man at once,” 

They gazed at the long line of copper beeches 
which were one of the glories of Glen Barry. Coddle 
was the Scotch gardener and, Mr. Tallant always 
insisted, his own best friend. Coddle did not believe 
in banks, nor did Mr. Tallant. He had put his own 
fortune into investments as remote as possible from 
banks, and stayed in banks, he said, merely to keep 
them as honest as he could. He sat now, very stiff, 
upon the small seat, in front of his wife. 

. • . He did not, he felt, know his son-in-law in 
the least. Now he would make it a point to know 
him. Kit was looking thin in spite of being on a 
farm so long. But then farms were overrated. One 
got the poorest food in the world on farms and, 
more likely than not, even skim milk. The cream 
and eggs were always sold to city people. He’d 
speak to Dottie about the way Kit looked. He stole 
a sidewise glance at his son-in-law. He was robust 
enough, and so good-looking it was repulsive to any 
decent man to look at him. One couldn’t see 
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man under such camouflage of beauty. 

He ieredifKit had been fooled by it? Catching 
Bert’s eye, he looked away in discomfort. Not much 
there, maybe ? • • • 

Mrs Tallant was talking o3a and on amiably. 

“ I had Gail stay for a week or two more so that we 
can all be together after so long. Harvey can go 
on driving back and forth to town with your father. 
Personally I think Gail indulges him by living in 
town all winter with the children, simply because 
Harvey doesn’t Uke to drive and doesn’t Hke golf, 
especiiy when she enjoys riding as much as die 
does I’ve been surprised, really, that Gail has 
settled down as she has.” Her talk flowed on in its 
pleasant calm discussion of the family. 

^ Bert sat in his usual silence. K.it could not tell 
what he thought. But it did not matter. It was 
good to be home. When they drew up at the house 
she could scarcely wait to see everything, her own 
room, the Ubrary, the swimming pool and the 

When is dinner, Mother ? she asked. “ Shall 
we have time to see evening first? ” 

“Yes indeed, dear, her mother said. You 
don’t have to dress for an hour or more. Only 
don’t, darling, run about in the dark trying to see 
thingL Remember tomorrow is coming and there 
is time for everything. It will soon be twilight.” 

“ Only what’s near the honse,’* she promised. 

So clasping Bert’s hand lightly she had taken him 
to see what she loved, the rose garden beyond the 
pool — the pool shimmering in the late afterlight of 
the sunset. He stooped and put his hand m it. 
“ Gosh, it’s not even cold i ” he exclaimed. its 
warmed,” she answered. That was one of the 
luxuries of the place, an outdoor pool artificiaUy 
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vvrarmed, so that they could swim late into the year 
and early in the spring, leaping from water of exactly 
the right temperature into woolly coats and nipping 
air. He went with her, hand in hand, listening to 
her excited explanations. Everything was beautiful 
and lovelier than she remembered. The past weeks 
were swept out of her mind. She was home. No, 
she and Bert were home together. In the clothes 
she had chosen for him he looked handsome and 
more than passable even here. She drew him toward 
the house with her. It stood, huge and solid, among 
the surrounding trees, every window alight. Here 
was where she belonged, whatever Norman said. 

‘‘ Come, lef s go in,’^ she said. She led him in, 
saying to Smedley at the door, Smedley, this is 
Bert Holm ! ’’ 

Smedley had been there at the door as long as 
she could remember, to let her in. 

“ I’m very glad, ’m sure, miss,” he replied, bow- 
ing, but she could feel his excitement. Of course 
Smedley knew everything about Bert Holm ! Among 
the servants Bert Holm would be a legend. 

She led Bert upstairs to her own room. She 
could scarcely wait to see it again. In what misery 
of solitary grief she had once lain awake there, night 
after night ! Must there not be, she thought, with 
her hand on the door, some shadow left ? But when 
she opened the door, the fire was burning brightly 
on the hearth and the rose-red curtains were drawn 
and the lights shining. If there were shadows they 
were hidden by these things. She turned to Bert. 

‘‘ T his is my own room,” she said, ‘‘ where I grew 
up from a little girl, where everything happened to 
me. Now you’re here ! ” 

She gazed at him in a sort of pleading. 

“ It kind of looks like you, Eat,” he said slowly. 
She could not be sure that he understood merely 
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because she longed for it, but there was the cha: 
that he did. impossible to teU what i 

under that bright hair, behind the perfect face. 

Then before there was time to wonder, the g( 

We’ll have to hurry ! ” she cried. “ That’s o 
ten minutes before dinner. 

“ Think I can tie one oi those black strings 
ten minutes ? ” he demanded, and rushed into 
room adjoining hers. 

. Everything' was pretty swell around here, 
thought. He’d take his time getting to know 
folks. They had class, he could see that. A ho 
like this cost plenty. He wouldn’t want it — w 
maybe he would. It was the kind of thing you s 
in Sunday papers. Maybe it would be fun. A 
way, what he had_ to remember was that there ’ 
nothing to be afraid of. These people were noth 
but her family — his in-laws, if they were cla 
And he had nothing to be afraid of — not e 
Lily. Well, Lily could never get at him here. H 
maybe tell Kit all about her some day, after the 
been here awhile. He’d tell her he and Lily v 
divorced and all that, and so there wasn’t a th 
to worry about. If he hadn’t started out not tel 
about Lily, it would have been easier. It 
nothing, but somehow he couldn’t tell it now. 

“ Kit ! ” he shouted, “ come and tie this dam 
thing ! ” 

“ Coming ! ” she answered. 

She had a nice voice, Kit had. There were a 
of things he liked about her. She came in, lool 
awfully pretty in a blue dress he had never seen . 

“ You look sweU, Kit ! ” he cried. “ It’s a : 
dress!” 
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“ No, it isn’t,” she said. “ It’s an old one.” 

“ It looks new to me,” he said. 

“ You’ve never seen it,” she replied, and then 
she added, “ Many things about me you haven’t seen 
yet Bert ! ” It was one of the little tentative feelers 
she^ put out toward him. Would he or would he 
not . . •? 

But he was looking at her uplifted lashes as she 
stood on tiptoe and tied his tie with her neat little 
fingers, and he put his arms about her. 

“ There’re a lot of things about you I know I 
hie ! ” he exclaimed. “ Those eyelashes, for one 
thing — I never saw any before so long and black ! 
I fell for ’em the first minute.” 

The gong clanged again. 

“ Hurry,” she cried, “ we can’t be late here ! ” 

They ran down the stairs hand in hand, and into 
a room walled with books, and there they all were, 
her dad and mother, and a fattish fellow with a long 
face, and a very pretty woman in a silver dress who 
didn’t look a bit like Kit. 

“ This is Bert,” Kit said. 

And he felt a thin hand take his. 

“ Bert Holm, at last ! ” Gail cried. ... 

There in the library before dinner. Kit knew she 
was afraid of Gail. Gail, sitting on the arm of 
Harvey’s chair, was sipping her sherry and laughing 
and talking. 

“ Really, it’s been humiliating not to be able to 
tell anyone what one’s own brother-in-law was like,” 
she was saying. “ With everyone agog and asking 
me a million questions, all I could do was to say, 
‘ My dear, you know as much as I do. I believe he 
is handsome ’ — as he is ” — she flung a little bow 
at Bert — ‘ but beyond that you must consult your 
local papers.’ ” 
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Theyalllaughed,exceptHarveywho_merelysimled. 

But behind her chatter Kit saw Gail’s clear hazel 
eyes on Bert, measuring and appraising. She rose 
and went to the chair where Bert was sitting and 
sat upon its arm and shared Gail’s gaze. If she sat 
beside Bert she could protect him. She could 
convey to him, by all the little ways she now knew, 
what he must not say or do. But he did not say 
anything. He was looking at Gail with his frank 
pleasant smile, his teeth shining, his hair shining, his 
eyes at their bluest. Gail’s look grew ironically 
good-humoured, because he was so beautiful. 

. . . Whatever Kit had done, Gail thought, 
finishing her sherry, she had married a handsome 
man. She felt the familiar slight giddiness she 
always felt when she met a beautiful young 
“ temporarily irresponsible,” she called it to herself. 
She herself was, as she knew, irrevocably married 
to Harvey, irrevocably because he ruled her like a 
slave and she liked it. It was, she told her friends, 
so unusual in American husbands. Nevertheless it 
was pleasant to maintain that being a mere slave 
she could feel free to rebel in small secret ways, as 
for instance, to wonder what it would be like to be 
married to a very handsome young animal such as 
anyone could sec Bert Holm was. Kit, of course, 
didn’t know him — never could. Anyone could see 
that Kit had married the last man in the world she 
ought to have married. If she didn’t know it yet, 
it was only a question of time. She had pressed her 
mother hard about that and her mother veered 
away from it so instantly that she had suspected the 
truth at once. 

“ How do they get along. Mums ? ” she inquired. 

“They’re married, my dear,” her mother said 
firmly. 
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As if that meant anything at all ! She felt 
secretly excited. . • . 

‘‘ Dinner is served/^ Smedley said at the door. 
He looked indirectly at Bert Holm. 

In the kitchen the cook and the second man and 
the maids had asked right away, “ How does he 
look?" 

“ Exactly like his pictures/’ he told them. And 
so he did. . . . 

I shall sit next you, Bert,” Gail said. I won’t 
be put off any longer.” 

That’s okay with me,” Bert answered. Gail’s 
smile grew a shade more ironical. What a pity he 
needed ever to speak ! 

Behind their backs, her hand barely touching 
Harvey’s stiff sleeve, Kit saw her sister’s pretty 
profile turned charmingly upward to Bert. It was a 
profile which had made Gail one of the season’s most 
popular debutantes six years ago, at once lovely and 
a little too sharp. 

But Gail was being very pleasant to everybody in 
her keen crisp-voiced fashion. She was pleased about 
something, Kit thought, and felt afraid again, but 
helpless. And yet between Gail and Mrs. Tallant 
the evening was kept what their family evenings 
had always been, good-humoured, mildly gay, 
properly intimate. There was a little talk of every- 
thing, the children, the bank situation and foreign 
loans — the loans vague, since neither Harvey Crane 
nor Mr. Tallant would for any reason have told 
anybody anything about any business which was 
not also in the papers — and a dash of gossip about 
friends. If Gail edged on malice, her husband or 
her mother changed the subject, and Gail smiled, 
perfectly aware of correction. And after dinner, 
while her mother poured coffee in the drawing room, 
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she drew out of a large striped silk bag a sweater 
she was knitting for her small son, and looked, 
as she meant to do, the picture of what a young 
matron should be. Kit, watching them all, felt 
her uneasiness almost depart from her, except for 
Gail. 

Gail behind her brightness was dangerous and 
knew it. Her marriage, now five years old, was 
solid as rock beneath her feet. But one could dance 
upon rock — no better floor, indeed, for dancing feet ! 
Upon this knowledge of security her glittering, way- 
ward, mirthfiil heart flickered and flashed. A wife, 
a mother, a dignified young matron and among all 
these her central self, the girl Gail who as long as 
she lived would never be any older than she had 
been when she fell in love with a handsome chauffeur 
named George. 

“ I am ashamed of your lack of taste, at any rate,” 
her mother had said severely. 

“ But George is working to go to college,” she 
had said demurely, while she cared not a whit 
whether he was or not. She had cared nothing 
indeed for anything about George and all those for 
whom George later stood except for a moment, an 
hour or two, certainly not more than a month or .w 
when she wanted a new companionship, though not 
necessarily of the body. Since she had marri«f 
Harvey, she had indeed not wanted an aflhir. 
What she really wanted, perhaps, was freedom for 
the unthinking gaiety that was the essential C*ail 
quality. She wanted to forget the children, the* 
home and even Harvey — forget them without til's- 
pensing with them in the least, but forget them with 
someone, and not alone. 

This need, assuaged in the first years of her 
marriage, she had felt spring alive again when mm 
she first saw Bert Holm. She recognized it at oitre. 



and sitting decorously in the library she thought, 
God, I’m going to be bitchy again ! ” 

She let her gaze fall upon Bert boldly. Her cake, 
she thought — no brains, no conscience, nothing 
there except beautiful body and reckless impulse. 
She measured a certain speed in her heartbeat that 
did not for a moment deceive her. Where had that 
bitch in her come from ? What ancestor in malice 
had thrust the seed of it into her being to confuse 
the heritage of a practical puritanism which was hers 
also ? Bert was looking at her and she looked down 
again and knit steadily and in silence for fifteen 
minutes, her eyes shining under her dropped lids 
and her red mouth warm. And Kit, feeling some- 
thing hot and hidden, felt that she was never quite 
sure of Gail. She must see Gail alone and know the 
meaning of that bright ironical innocence that Gail 
knew so well how to assume. But there was no 
time that night, unless the few moments before they 
went upstairs could be called time. 

Mr. Tallant, looking up just before eleven o’clock, 
said, Bert, as the newest member of the family, I 
had better show you where the liquor is kept.” 

‘‘ I guess you’d better,” Bert said heartily, spring- 
ing to his feet. They went out together, Bert’s arm 
over Mr. Tallant’s stiffly slender repelling shoulders. 
And then Harvey leaned toward Mrs. Tallant to 
talk about a new issue of one of her stocks, and Kit 
looked at Gail. 

Gail had thrown down her knitting and was 
yawning generously. 

“ Oh dear,” she murmured, I hate knitting ! ” 
“ But you keep on doing it, silly,” Kit said. 

Gail nodded. Harvey likes the picture,” she 
said lightly. He feels I’m so safe if I knit,” ^ 

Kit laughed and went over to her elder sister’s 
chair and sat on the arm of it. 
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understood. I 

“ Why, he’s perfect ! ” she said in the same light | 
way. Only I wouldn’t be you, my dear, for a cool I j 
million in my hand.” I 

« Why?” Kit asked. I 

Too, too good-looking,” Gail replied. It’s I 
such a responsibility to be married to a beauty.” I 

“ He never thinks of how he looks,” Kit said. V 
“ He will, after he’s been told by a couple of j r 
thousand women,” Gail replied. ! 

He isn’t like that,” Kit persisted. [i 

Oh my dear,” Gail protested, winding up her ] 
yarn, don’t be so childish ! Why, the only thing i 
that saves even my poor dear old Harvey is that he’s i 
so intelligent he wouldn’t believe any woman who ^ 
told him he was good-looking. He’d know she was [ 
only trying to get a bank loan or something, because | 
he knows he’s ugly. Poor Harvey — he’d have so \ 
much better times if he weren’t so intelligent ! ” 

Kit did not answer, but looked at her with J 
reproachful eyes. Gail was in her perverse mood f 
when there was no knowing what she really \ 
thought. 1 

“ Don’t look at me like that,” she said. Didn’t 
I say he was perfect, you ungrateful woman ? ” 

‘‘ Perfect what ? ” Kit demanded, 

“ Perfect Public Hero No. One,” Gail answered. 

She stood Up. “Damn,” she said pleasantly, 

/' my yam’s gone under the chair.” She stooped, 
found it, and stood a moment over Kit. Suddenly y 
she dropped a kiss upon her hair. Kit felt it fall as I 
light as a flower and flavoured with Gail’s particular | 



French scent. “ Don’t be silly/’ Gail said. Who 
could help liking him ? He’s a natural.” 

The door opened and Bert came in, carrying a 
tray on one hand. 

“ Here I am ! ” he cried. It was what he always 
said when he entered. 

“ By the way, Kit,” her father said the next 
morning, I have asked Roger Brame to come and 
see you today. The sooner Bert gets his publicity 
organized, the better.” 

Yes, Father, thank you,” she murmured. 

She had come down to breakfast with him early 
before he went to the city. All through her child- 
hood, whenever she had been at home she had done 
this. But she had not been much at home so that 
they had never got as far as they might have. There 
were always the long terms away at school, which 
it took a whole vacation to amend, and then it was 
time to go again. But he had not forgotten, and 
when she came into the big square dining room he 
looked up at her affectionately over his newspaper. 

“ Good morning, my dear,” he said. Marriage 
hasn’t changed you, then ? ” 

She shook her head. ‘‘Bert was sleepy,” she 
answered. “ He can’t sit up late.” 

“ We weren’t very late,” Mr. Tallant said mildly. 
Smedley was pouring his second cup of coflFee. 

“ Bert calls anything after ten o’clock late,” she 
said, smiling. 

“ Ah,” Mr. Tallant said, and then he had told 
her about Roger Brame. 

“You can trust Brame absolutely,” he went on. 

“ With what?” she asked innocently. 

. . . Mr. Tallant shot a look at her from under 
his thick grey eyebrows, a little alarmed at her tone. 
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Did it mean she hnew nothing about the thir 
Bram^ had been telling him ? Maybe there was 
truth in them, then- It was not likely, when she h 
come straight from Misty Falls, that she had hea 
nothing at aU, if it were true. Besides, it was 1 
sort of thing a man should tell his wife — - probal 
nothing to it if she didn’t mention it. He would 
say anything if she didn’t. She was a sensitive lit 
iece — shrank up at the slightest touch. She h 
been so as a child and had never been able to j 
over it. Anyway, one never knew what was ti 
about these national heroes. People told the m 
absurd stories. Women, especially, loved to : 
they’d had love affairs. _ It might be nothing mi 
than a young man’s foolishness. He had apprecia: 
the fact that Brame had come to him. A disgrunt 
newspaper man might print something they would 
dare to sue for as libel. He had said at once 
Brame, “ Use money in the right way to make 
right impression. . . •” 

“ The car is here, sir,” Smedley announced. 

“ I didn’t get here early enough to be of mr 
use,” Kit said. 

He stooped to kiss her. “ I appreciate the gestt 
nevertheless,” he replied. 

He was, he realized, extremely fond of his youn 
daughter and he would do a good deal to make ! 
happy — always had, as a matter of fact, as soon 
he knew what it was she wanted. In Peking 
had seemed to want this young man. He hoped 
still did, though since they came home it had b' 
a good deal like having a white elephant for a s 
in-law. He was tired of having even men at 
bank ask him about Holm. Having always b 
himself, it made him a little angry now to 
primarily the father-in-law of Bert Holm. He co 
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s tand the men’s jokes better than their respectfulness, 
though. The fellow was all right, but somehow he 
didn’t want to think about him much. He remem- 
bered with disgust certain newspaper pictures Brame 
had showed him. 

‘‘ Brame will be here at eleven,” he said. He 
hesitated a moment. '' Better see him alone, first,” 
he added. '' It’s very hard for a man like Bert to 
understand the necessity of proper publicity. He 
can’t realize his own importance — just as well, 
perhaps, but someone has to manage him. He 
thinks he is free to do as he likes, but he is not, of 
course. Only entirely inconspicuous persons are.” 
He paused and added again. Brame will want to 
talk to you frankly.” 

Yes, Father,” she said. 

He looked at her sharply. 

You aren’t being too sweet about something ? ” 
he inquired with suspicion. Kit too sweet usually 
meant a later explosion somewhere ! 

‘‘ Not yet,” she said gravely. He looked at her 
until suddenly she laughed. He rose, relieved. 

“ So long as you can laugh, I won’t worry,” he 
said and, kissing her goodbye, forgot her. 

Only, she thought in the library at eleven o’clock, 
looking at Mr. Brame’s grey, smooth-shaven face, 
frankly about what ? Outside on the lawn Bert was 
playing with Gail’s two little boys. She had never 
seen him with small children before, and she kept 
looking out of the window. He was down on his 
hands and knees and they were climbing on his back 
and Harry, the baby, was screaming with excitement. 

The approach to our problem,” Mr. Brame was 
saying, “ is eminently one of choice. What is the 
picture of our hero which we wish to present to the 
public ? When we have decided that, we can survey 
our material, eliminate anything which does not 
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conform to the picture, and build up everything 
which would increase and enhance the impression 
which we want to make. _ 

He coughed and looked sharply at his client’s 
daughter. He was perfectly prepared to find her 
what she obviously was, a delicate, rather too 
sensitive girl, obviously without the slightest experi- 
ence of life, the typical product of a wealthy and 
conservative home. A good rnany things which he 
had held tentatively in his mind to say to her he 
could not say. She looked, however, intelligent, and 
she was Robert TaJlant’s daughter, which meant 
that somewhere behind that too quickly responding 
face there was shrewd hard sense. Once she under- 
stood a situation she would know how to behave, 
however she felt. 

“ We have here,” he said, ruffling a handful of 
papers, “ a confusion of newspaper stories about 
Mr. Holm. They do not present anything like a 
consistent picture. The public loves consistency. 
They want to be able to say, ‘ We know Bert Holm. 
He is brave, youthful, courageous, honourable. 
Though of fairly humble origin, there is no stain on 
him ! In short, the perfect American type ! ’ ” 

He paused. 

“ All that would be quite true,” Kit said quietly. 

“ Of course,” Roger Brame agreed. 

The thing was twice as hard as he thought. She 
knew nothing at all. He had better deal with Mr. 
Tallant on this story that was beginning to creep 
around. It had not broken into the newspapers yet, 
but he knew newspaper men were toying with it, 
deciding just how far they could go. They could 
go a good deal further if they were annoyed. Besides, 
there were always the gossip columns which were 
beyond decency. If he could have said to her plainly, 
“ Mrs. Holm, of course we know that the matter of 
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Mr. Holm’s previous marriage is of no personal 
importance any more, but with a man in his position 
anything can be of importance, however honourably 
all obligations have been discharged and legalities 
observed. And unfortunately he has denied this 
marriage publicly, for some reason of his own.” 

The affair had doubtless simply been a matter of 
extreme youth. It would have been better if there 
had been no marriage. No, if it had to come out, 
perhaps the public would prefer a marriage, even 
though a divorce followed, provided of course the 
grounds were respectable, such, say, as the usual 
mental cruelty. A woman could get a divorce for 
mental cruelty if her husband kicked the cat out of 
the house. But then, anything except adultery would 
do. Adultery the public would not have, or the 
disclosure of adultery. It must be avoided at all 
costs. Whether there had been such a thing actually 
was of no importance. He had not yet met Holm. 
But it was probable, he decided, looking at this 
girl’s quiet face, that he was a hero to her as he 
was to millions of others. Otherwise, why had she 
married him ? If so, then there must be a great 
deal of good in Bert Holm, except — why had he 
not told her ? For her eyes held no hint of any 
knowledge about the sort of thing he meant. And 
if she knew she could not hide it. She had not the 
kind of face that could hide anything. 

The room was suddenly filled with the buzzing 
roar of an aeroplane dropping low. Mr. Brame 
looked out of the window hastily. A small plane 
was dipping sharply between the trees over Bert and 
the playing children. 

Photographers,” Mr. Brame said coldly. It was 
in the morning papers that Bert Holm had come to 
Glen Barry. 

‘‘ Oh dear,” Kit whispered. 
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« T 11 be too unfortunate in this case,” Mr. 
T5 in a iudicial voice. “ The pubUc likes 

Brame said i ^^.50x18 at play with children. But 
to see prom t ^j^at you would leave aU this 
I wsh, "Its. You see how it f 

Mr. 


Holm 

therefore, ^ould present his best aspects 

• £* TATI n • 


IS. I suggest 
and form an 

opinion 01 you will refer to me anything 

the P^Wic. ^j^^yacter, I could judge whether or 

contribute to the effect we desire.” He 

Sed' and added with complacence, “ Publicity is 

listening to cverytHng he said. 
Th^e was something about this which she did not 
like, though it was as ^le as the vague odom 

of smoke somewhere. The idea of a figure bi^t 
into Bert’s outHnes, and coloured to suit popular 
• • made her uncomfortable. 

imagm^_^,^o^ will find that all you need to do is 
to present Hm exactly as he is,” she said with quick 

resentful pride. ^ „ i- j j , 

“ Of course,” Mr. Brame replied dryly. 

She was about to ring the bell and tell Smedley 
to ask Bert to come when the door opened and he 
rame in to find her, his hair tossed and his tie askew, 

came m to^t „ he said. “ I wondered what had 

become of you.” » ou -1.4 

« I was just going to send for you. She smiled 

up at him and put out her hand, very conscious 
of Mr. Brame’s slate-grey gaze. “ Bert, this is Mr, 
Brame.” 

Glad to meet you/’ Bert said heartily and put 

out his hand. - , . , , . i . 

'' Thank you/’ Mr. Brame said, withdrawing his 

own quickly. 

It would be easy to build irp almost anythmg 
from this young man, he thought, examining him, 
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ge had all the requisites — good figure, blond type, 
hail-fcdow-well-met — everything with which to pre- 
dispose. The thing was to build up that front. He 
doubted, now that he saw him, that the man was 
bad — more likely a simple fool. He wondered if 
there were a way to tell Robert Tallant that his 
daughter was likely to have trouble unless Bert Holm 
were managed ? Pity she looked so sensitive 

^d idealistic and all that ! The other daughter 
would have been a better wife for a public figure — a 
better manager. 

I was just saying to Mrs. Holm,** Mr. Brame 
said, “that I feel it scarcely necessary to trouble 
either of you. I have a fair idea of what the public 
likes, and with what data I have, I am sure we 
can build up the sort of publicity you both would 
approve.*’ 

He could see bewilderment in the young man’s 
blue eyes — rather empty eyes, he thought. But 
Bert laughed as he answered, “ Sure. I*m no 
publicity hound myself. Anything will do as long 
as it don’t bother me.’* 

It would be hard. Kit was thinking, to find a 
creature more beautiful than Bert was at this 
moment, the fresh morning air in his eyes and 
cheeks. She would have to take him as he was. 
That was what one must do — see a beautiful body 
and love and enjoy it for its beauty. And so deciding 
she felt a causeless sadness creep over her like a 
mist from the sea, cold and dim. 

Upstairs in her large old-fashioned bedroom, Mrs. 
Tallant was getting ready for bed. She sat before 
her draped dressing table and yawned. She was 
sleepy, but she had no idea of yielding to it, although 
the room enticed one to sleep. The fire had 
smouldered to coals, and the deep soft four-poster 
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bed was made ready. She loved sleep better even 
t han she loved bridge. Bui she had broken up the 
family party early this second night especially be- 
cause she saw there was something on Mr. Tallant’s 
mind. There was a great deal of public pride about 
what was called Mr. Tallant’s poker face, and news- 
paper reporters whenever he came back from abroad 
hked to make a httle fun of him for talking to them 
frankly about everything and telling them nothing, 
as they discovered afterwards when they were 
working up their sheets of notes. But he never 
fooled his wife in the shghtest. She knew at once 
when there was something wrong. His face grew 
so inscrutable that it took on the look of rock, and 
he talked at length on any subject that came up. 
When he was happy his conversation was a series of 
jokes, and not, as she put it, his bank-president style. 

Tonight he had been so carefully diffuse on so 
many subjects that she perceived before half the 
evening was over that it must end early. Not even 
Gail and Kit at the piano singing the Gilbert and 
Sullivan which he adored could move him to give 
up his lengthy talking and join his slightly off-key 
bass to their voices. 

Now she looked at him as he tied the belt of his 
grey silk pyjamas about his waist. His face was still 
as solemn as rock. If it were business, she thought, 
she could do nothing about it in the first place, and 
in the second place she did not need to worry 
because he would come out of it all right. If it were 
anything else, he would tell her, for he could never 
keep anything away from her. 

“ What’s the matter with you, Rob ? ” she asked 
as she brushed out her waved grey hair. 

“ Nothing at all,” Mr. Tallant replied as usual. 

“ Is it business ? ” she inquired, paying no atten- 
tion to the reply. 
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What ? No, business is as good as can be 
Expected now/’ he returned. 

'' The children are all right, aren’t they?/’ she 
tiinted. 

He hesitated a moment before saying, “ So far as 
I know ” 

The hesitation betrayed him. 

“ What’s Gail done now ? ” she demanded 
^Mriftly. I should think that Harvey could manage 
hiis own family affairs without running to you. After 
a.11^ Gail is grown up and the mother of two children, 
axid if she isn’t going to behave herself now ” 

“ Don’t get so excited,” he interrupted. “ It has 
xiothing to do with Gail.” 

“ Well, Kit is quite happy,” she rejoined. 

“ Oh, Kit’s all right,” Mr. Tallant agreed, and 
then being incurably honest beneath her gaze he felt 
Compelled to add, so far.” 

Robert, what do you mean by ‘ so far ’ ? ” Mrs. 
Tallant demanded. 

He sat down and looked at her uncomfortably. 

I wish we’d looked into that fellow a little more,” 
he said. We let her marry him right away like 
that, ’way off in a heathen country, where any white 
man looks pretty good and better than he is.” 

Why, Rob, Bert Holm would be a great catch 
anywhere ! ” she exclaimed. “ Besides, it seems to 
me she is perfectly happy.” 

“ He’s not like her at all,” he said gloomily. 
' * She likes books and poetry — she’s a delicate Httle 
thing. And he never looks inside a book.” 

Things like that don’t matter in the least in 
a. marriage,” Mrs. Tallant said briskly. She was 
a.djusting over her waves a pink silk net cap which 
she now tied under her chin as she looked at Mr. 
Tallant. As far as that goes, I used to write poetry 
myself in school, but I haven’t since we were married, 
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Rob. I haven’t needed to. Personally, I feel Bert 
may be just the man to bring reality into Kit’s life. 
She has always seemed rather remote, somehow, 
from reality.” 

Mr. Tallant stared at his wife, trying to think how 
to tell her. He craved the support of her brisk 
common sense, and her principles of family honour 
would be an instinct to guide him. But his wife was 
the last person with whom he could discuss without 
shame matters of men’s sexual behaviour. He had 
nothing to do with Bert’s conduct with women, and 
yet he knew very well that if he told her of it, she 
would at once feel that he did have something to do 
with it, merely by being a man. 

Mrs. Tallant perceived a dilemma in his mind. 

“ Now, Rob,” she said firmly, “ you might just 
as well tell me what is the matter.” 

“ I know it,” he acknowledged. “ It’s — well, 
damn it, Dottie, the fellow has a past and it’s dogging 
Tiim^ as usual. What wouldn’t have mattered at all 
if he hadn’t climbed that mountain seems to matter 
a lot now that everybody thinks he is wonderful.” 

Mrs. Tallant looked cold. 

“Just go on, please, Robert.” She folded her 
hands in the lavender silk lap of her dressing- 
robe. 

“ Well, he was married before ” 

“ Married before ! ” Mrs. Tallant repeated in a 
whisper. “ You mean he’s a bigamist ? ” 

“ Oh no, not that,” Mr. Tallant said hastily. 
“ It’s not quite as bad as that. But some fellow went 
to his home town when he first began to get all this 
publicity, and they told him there. In fact, he claims 
he saw the woman — a waitress or something.” 

“ Did she acknowledge it ? ” Mrs. Tallant 
demanded. 

“ No,” Mr. Tallant said slowly, staring at his 
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vrffe. “You’d think being that kind of a woman 
she would talk. But she didn’t. In fact, when he 
asked her, she said it was none of his business. 
Seemed to take it as an insult, in fact. There seems 
to be some — some general talk that — well, that 
Bert married the woman only because — because 
he had to.” 

Mrs. Tallant looked hard at her husband. He 
was blushing. “You mean there’s a child? she 
demanded. 

“ No, no,” Mr. Tallant said hastily and then 
added, “ That — didn’t come to anything.” 

“ You mean there wasn’t a child ? ” 

“ So it seems.” 

Mrs. Tallant looked relieved. “ Probably the 
whole thing is a fabrication,” she said. “I can’t 
imagine a woman who wouldn’t make capital out 
of it. And even if it’s true, if there was a divorce ” 

“ There was a divorce,” Mr. Tallant said gloomily. 
“ But the devil of it is he told all the reporters he 
was never married, you remember.” 

Mrs. Tallant sat staring. So much had been 
made of Bert, the unsullied young man. A waitress 
— a forced marriage ! 

“ Well, of all things,” she said at last, “ for our 
family to get into ! A sordid affair ” 

“ It was a marriage, Dottie,” Mr. Tallant inter- 
rupted, “and that makes a great difference with 
most people.” 

“ A sordid marriage,” Mrs. Tallant said, “ and a 
sordid divorce.” 

“It was just an ordinary Reno divorce,” Mr. 
Tallant put in mildly. 

“ Any divorce is sordid when the public gets hold 
of it,” Mrs. Tallant rejoined tartly. “ Besides, it’s 
so awkward now, when, as you say, he’s given such 
a wonderful impression of being — well, young and 

125 



pure.” She broke off. “ Has anyone else seen the 
woman ? ” she inquired. 

“ I don’t know,” Mr. Tallant said shortly. 

“ It doesn’t matter to us, of course,” Mrs. Tallant 
said quickly. “ But does Kit know ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” Mr. Tallant said thoughtfully, 
“ but I think not.” 

“ I’m sure she doesn’t,” Mrs. Tallant said. 
“ She couldn’t have hid it. She told me his family 
^as — well, I could see she couldn’t bear them. But 
as she said very sensibly, a great many fine American 
men come from impossible families. Look at most 
of our presidents ! But if there had been something 
worse, I should have seen it in her.” 

“ Brame believes she doesn’t know,” Mr. Tallant 
said. 

Mrs. Tallant thought rapidly for a few moments. 
“ After all,” she said at last, “ everybody has some- 
thing to keep silent about. Look at the way we had 
to shield poor Uncle Harry while he was in the 
Senate ! I believe Aunt Maria never let him out 
of the house without examining the whites of his 
eyes to see whether he were drunk or not. But he 
lived with a respectable name until he died, and no 
newspaper man ever knew he drank himself to 
death.” 

“ WeU, a few did,” Mr. Tallant reminded her. 
“ But they never told.” 

“ Oh well, of course everybody liked Uncle 
Harry,” Mrs. Tallant said reasonably. She added, 
after a moment, “ Everybody likes Bert, too.” 

“ I suppose so,” Mr. Tallant said. 

They looked at each other in mutual understand- 
ing and support. Then Mr. Tallant looked away. 
In the minds of each was the same thing. Once long 
ago when they were very young they had gone to 
see a famous French actress in a play. It had been on 
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their honeymoon in Paris, and Mr. Tallant had felt 
unusually gay, not only because of his honeymoon, 
but because of Paris. And he had not known much 
about women then, especially a woman to whom 
one was married, and he had talked too much about 
a certain Rachel who was a dancer they had seen, 
and especially he had talked about her beautiful legs. 
The outcome of it had been that the young and 
very wilful and pretty American girl he had married 
had cried a whole day in the hotel and had insisted 
on going home at once. They compromised on 
Germany because, as she had said spitefully, there 
were no wonderful legs there. Besides, both of 
them knew they could never explain to their families 
if they had gone home, and it was characteristic of 
them both that they could still be practical, though 
in a honeymoon quarrel. 

That had been all there was to it, but even now 
at the distance of years, they both remembered 
exactly how it had been, and Mrs. Tallant knew 
that if she had not done as she did there was no 
telling what might have happened, and Mr. Tallant 
knew always angrily that that was how she felt. 

‘‘ Roger Brame is certainly the man,” she said. 

‘‘ That’s what I thought,” Mr. Tallant replied. 

A high wall surrounded Glen Barry. Coddle 
locked the gate and if Kit stayed away from it she 
need see no one. At the gate automobiles stopped 
and people stared in, but that was all. And there 
was a quarter of a mile between the house and the 
gate. The only things that could not be prevented 
were the aeroplanes that bore down upon them, 
skirting the tree tops. There was no way of locking 
them out, though her mother said there must be 
something one could do. Still, she could simply 
imagine they were great birds. Besides, they were 
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gone in a moment and the place returned to quiet 
and loneliness, the lovely loneliness of her childhood. 

She had stayed at Glen Barry as a little girl 
through long autumn weeks alone with her governess, 
because in a rather delicate childhood her mother 
had not wanted her to go to town until winter. 
Gail had been sent early to boarding school, because 
she was obviously the sort of child who needed 
companions of her own age, and no governess could 
manage her. 

“ Don’t be lonely,” her mother used to admonish 
her, year after year, as she stood on the terrace to 
say goodbye. She stooped and kissed Kit’s cheek. 
It was never necessary to add, as if it were Gail, 
“ And mind you obey Miss Hart.” Kit was an 
obedient child. 

She was obedient because that was the way to 
be rid of people. If she obeyed them they let her 
alone, and when she was alone she could do what 
she wanted to do. And Glen Barry was the place 
where loneliness was the most beautiful occupation 
in the world. The woods, the streams, the horses to 
ride, the trails and paths and country roads — no 
day was long enough for all of these. On rainy days 
there was the library, where her grandfather’s books 
were, as well as their own, and even years of assiduous 
reading had not been enough to finish all the books. 
She had learned how to dream here, over books, and 
here she had been able to w'rite most easily her 
secret, closely packed verse. 

Only for a while had she fled from loneliness, for 
a little while after Norman Linlay had told her his 
need for her was ended. Glen Barry had then been 
intolerable — then, when to be solitary had seemed 
her doom and not as it had been before, her refuge, 
So when her father had said he was going to go to 
China she had eagerly wanted to go, too. If she had 
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xiot gone, what then might have happened to her ? 
jsjothing from Norman. Hope was foolish. She had 
given up the habit of hope. And now she discovered 
almost as soon as they came to Glen Barry that what 
she wanted most was the old loneliness. She woke 
in the morning with the impulse to leap from her 
bed and go outdoors by herself. 

But a married woman, she found, could not so 
behave. Bert, waking to an empty room next his, 
felt aggrieved. 

“ Why didn’t you call me ? he demanded when 
she came in hours later, fresh with the early morning 
wind upon the meadows. 

“ You were asleep,” she said. 

“ ril bet you didn’t look to see,” he accused her. 

She had not. The truth was she wanted to go 
alone and his being asleep was her excuse even to 
herself, but she could not possibly tell him so. She 
was beginning to find out that if one were married 
there were a great many things which could not be 
said. She had once told Norman that people who 
loved one another ought to be able to be absolutely 
truthful to one another. He had agreed to that and 
yet somehow it had not proved true even with him, 
for he used to be annoyed with her if she spoke too 
honestly, especially about something he had written. 
The first scene of a play was, she had once told him, 
clumsy and indirect in the way the characters 
entered upon their story. He had not liked it when 
she said so. She felt his displeasure, even though 
they had agreed upon honesty, and long afterwards, 
when she knew she was not to see him again, she 
realized that the change in him had begun that day. 
It would have been better if she had told him 
nothing. No, she could be honest only with herself, 
and with no one else. 

Gail had gone at last, lingering after she had sent 
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the children back to town with their nurse, until 
Harvey on the third night drove out for her. 

“ Gail will be going back with me after dinner," 
he told Mrs. Tallant quietly. Gail twisted a corner 
of her mouth at him, and turned her back on him 

“ Bert, let’s have lunch together, you and I, when 
you come to town,” she said perversely. 

“ Sure thing,” Bert said. He still couldn’t make 
Gail out. If she hadn’t been his relation, he would 
have known exactly where she was, but a sister-in- 
law wasn’t a woman. 

_ “ The first day,” Gail persisted, her eye corner- 
wise on Harvey. 

“ Swell,” Bert said promptly. Harvey must be 
a fool, he thought. Harvey sat there sipping hh 
cocktail, his eyes upon his wife as amiable as a 
watchdog’s upon a beloved mistress. 

But after dinner Harvey had gone home early 
and taken Gail with him exactly as he had planned. 

“ Somebody can fetch your things tomorrow,’’ he 
had said. 

Then the fine November weather broke, and 
December began in a cold rain. Her mother at the 
breakfast table this morning shivered and told 
Smedley the house was too cold. She and her 
mother and Bert were at a late breakfast. The dark 
day had made them all oversleep. 

_ " I suppose we must go to town,” Mrs. Tallant 
said briskly. She always put on especial briskness 
when the weather was dull. “ It’s time we did; 
everything has begun there. And this rain ends your 
father’s golf for the season. There is no reason not 
to go back to town when that happens. Oh dear - 
perhaps I had better wait until after the week end." 

“ Is there anything you’d like me to do. Mother?" 
Kit asked. 

“ Oh no,” Mrs. Tallant replied. “ The house ia 
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town has been ready for weeks. Pve just been put- 
ting off going. Ill send Smedley up Monday, and 
we can go on Tuesday.” 

They were talking as though Bert were not there. 
Unconsciously they had all fallen into that habit. 
Mrs. Tallant, looking at him as he ate pancakes, 
diought, ‘'Ifs well he is decorative — otherwise 
what would be his use ? ” Ever since her talk with 
her husband she found herself full of small acid 
thoughts concerning her son-in-law. 

“ What are you doing today, Bert ? ” she asked 
briskly. 

Bert looked up. ‘‘ 111 get along, he answered. 
Maybe 111 work some on my ^stamps.” 

He had begun collecting stamps. Until Mr. 
Brame had told him, he had had no idea how valuable 
stamps could be. Now it seemed foolish not to 
collect stamps when he had such a lot of mail and 
letters from all over the world. Mr. Brame attended 
to the letters but sent the stamps on to him. 

“ 111 be in my sitting room,” Mrs. Tallant said, 
in case anyone wants me.” She touched her 
fingers to the water in the bowl Smedley set before 
her and went away. 

Kit, left alone with Bert, leaned on her elbows 
and smiled at him a little vaguely. 

Where are you going to work on your stamps ? ” 
she asked, 

Bert’s face was almost a blur to her. She saw his 
blond good looks no more, for the moment, than if 
she had opened a magazine to a photograph. 

“ I don’t know,” he said. But her ears were 
dulled by her own inwardness and she did not catch 
the overtone of restlessness in his voice. ‘‘ I might 
come in to the library where you are, Kit, if you’re 
only going to read.” 

She was alarmed and then ashamed. Why should 
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it disturb her if he sat quietly at the table worHn? 
on his stamps ? But she had never been able even 
to read happily if she %vere not alone in the libran' 
And Bert, who could be so quiet when there were 
other people, when he was alone with her was noisy 
in a score of small restless ways, clamouring, she 
perceived, for her attention. She had thought itrather 
touching and at first she had responded instantly to 
his every demand. It was pleasant to be needed 
when she had not been much needed in her life as 
the youngest child in a house busy with servants 
There was something dear as well as amusing iii 
having this tall boy stoop to have his hair parted or 
his shirt collar buttoned. And ordinarily she was not 
changed in this but today she was alone. The deep 
greyness of the day lay like a fog between her and 
every other being. Weather outside had been always ' 
the weather, too, of her spirit. She could not be 
gay on a sombre day until night fell and curtains 
were drawn and she could no longer see the 
melancholy hills. Even then she must not hear the 
wind, or else she heard it above every human voice 
It was a withdrawal to which she was accustomed 
and against which she had never struggled. She 
perceived now with a sort of detached curiosity that 
Bert’s face seemed no nearer to her than any other. 

“ Why don’t you go into my sitting room ? ” she 
asked. “ I’ll put the stamps ready for you there.” 

_ “ All right,” he said docilely, staring out of the 
window. The rain had begun to fall heavily and 
the last of the colour was draining from the trees in 
the downward fluttering leaves. 

... But he didn’t feel like sitting down. He felt 
hke doing something. There could be no riding 
today ; he’d go into the gymnasium and bat some 
balls around. 



Guess I won't do stamps/' he said suddenly. 

I need exercise." 

He rose from the table abruptly. It seemed to 
him all of a sudden that he could not sit there another 
moment. He had nothing to do. He felt as though 
ids body were a horse, straining against a bit. He 
had to work himself hard at something — anything. 
The house was so quiet. If he were home he'd go 
down-town and play pool. But he wasn't home. 
He stooped and Hssed her cheek. 

“ So long/’ he said, “ maybe I'll drop in on you 
later. . . 

She went to the library and allowed the deep 
velvet quiet of books to enwrap her. It was a quiet 
far beyond the mere stillness of the body. It was 
the meaningful silence of thought and reflection and 
poetry working itself soundlessly into her own depths. 
She had often said that this room, built by her grand- 
father and added to the house which had been his 
own father’s in a simpler age, was the most beautiful 
room in the world. It was oak-panelled and dim, 
the lights shaded except where they could fall across 
a book, the carpets deep and soft and green as moss 
under forest trees, and a wide window was thrown 
toward the hills, and books covered the walls from 
floor to ceiling. Time did not exist for her here. 
She shut it out when she shut the heavy oak door 
upon all else. No one, she knew by long habit, came 
here in the daytime, if it were not Sunday. She was 
safe to be alone. 

She curled into the deep window-seat and lay 
gazing out over the rainy hills. At once her mind 
stripped itself. Everything was gone except this 
primary struggle with its own thought. She sat in 
a long fruitful daydream, shaping her own mood, 
holding fast her own feeling, until at last she began 
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to feel slowly words in a rhythm, two lines, then 
another and another. And once this process began 
it went on to a completion, whether final or not she 
could not tell now, but at least to some sort of end 
because she felt released and full of ease. She turned 
away from the window anci closed her eyes and 
floated downward in the quiet like a bird into a 
windless valley. 

She slept a long time, or thought she must have, 
when she heard die door open and her mother’s 
voice call to her with a sharpness which snatched her 
instandy awake. 

“Kit, we’re going to town immediately. IVe 
changed ray mind.” 

She opened her eyes and sat up. Her mother’s 
face was disturbed in spite of its careful calm and her 
neck was spotted with red. 

“ Now ? ” she asked. 

“ As soon as we can have luncheon.” 

“ Is something wrong ? ” she asked. 

“No,” her mother said quickly. “You had 
better go and get ready.” 

The door shut. She knew that her mother was tell- 
ingalie. She must find Bert. Something was wrong 

She found him on the couch in her room, lying 
■with his arms under his head, staring out of the 
window. It was, she now saw, still raining. 

“ Bert ! ” she exclaimed. 

He turned morose eyes on her. 

“ I suppose your mother’s been making out I’m 
a — ” he began. 

“She didn’t say anything except that we are 
going to town at once,” Kit said, looking down at 
him, astonished. 


“ Not a word ? ” he demanded. 

“ Nothing but that,” she rephed. 
Bert ? What’s happened ? ” 


“ What is it, 
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‘‘Nothing,’’ he said sullenly, ‘‘except we had a 

teht — sort of ” 

Oh, Bert ’’ 

He sat up and pushed back his hair. “ Gosh, I’m 
getting tired of doing nothing, I guess.” 

She watched him a moment, scenting a difference 
in him. ‘‘ I believe you are,” she said quietly. 
5omething had happened, but he was going to tell 
jjer nothing. Her pride rose and she said no more. 

Mrs. Tallant, in her formal rose taffeta decorated 
bedroom of the town house, was explaining to Mr. 
Tallant why she had suddenly left Glen Barry. 

“ I dismissed the girl at once, of course,” she said. 

The red spots were back on her neck. She could 
see them in the mirror before which she sat dressing 
her hair for dinner. That meant her blood pressure 
would be up, though her doctor had warned her 
particularly. “ Her home is in Parton’s Corners, and 
I had her driven straight to her own door and left 
there. Her father is the butcher, she says. It was 
disgusting. I simply couldn’t stay at Glen Barry 
another moment.” 

“ He wasn’t really — doing anything, was he ? ” 
Mr. Tallant inquired after a delicate pause. He 
held in his hand a copy of the publicity Mr. Brame 
planned to release for the morning papers. As soon 
as Dottie had telephoned she was coming, he had 
telephoned Brame. When people heard that Bert 
Holm was here invitations would pour upon them. 
All hope of quiet would be gone. But if it had to be, 
it was better to have it properly announced. It was 
all troublesome enough without this extra fuss about 
Bert. In his secret heart he felt that his wife made 
far too much fuss over this sort of thing. Privately 
he believed that even though a man. were happily 
married, with two beautiful daughters, he could 
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still enjoy looking at a pretty woman, though for 
himself it would not be worth it, even if he were 
that sort, because of the fuss Dottie would make if 
she found out, as of course she would ! Women 
seemed fairly to smell that sort of thing. It was on 
their minds all the time. 

“ I don’t know what you mean by doing any- 
thing,” Mrs. Tallant said. “ He should not have 
been doing anything, if that’s what you mean. I 
can only be grateful that I and not Kit came upon 
them.” 

“ Where were they ? ” 

“ In that little dark passage-way leading to the 
gymnasium. I always said it was too dark in there. 
He was in his shorts. She’d gone down to — to 
clean, she said. And I’d gone down to see what 
was the matter wdth the outlet to the indoor pool. 
Smedley had reported it wasn’t working. They 
didn’t expect me, of course. And I certainly didn’t 
expect them.” 

Mr. Tallant felt he could press no further. 

“ I wonder if we arc being fair to Kit to say 
nothing ? ” Mrs. Tallant said thoughtfully. She 
turned to him. “ If I thought he were bad, Rob, 
I’d tell her in a moment. But he’s just a fool. And 
she’s so tender. If she were like Gail, I would simply 
leave it to her. But how can Kit cope with him ? 
She has no experience with men. I keep feeling if 
we could only get something for him to do he would 
be all right. Can’t you take him into the bank ? ” 

“ No,” Mr. Tallant said strongly. “ I won’t, and 
that’s all there is to be said on that, Dottie. I’m not 
going in for nepotism. He’s a perfectly ignorant 
young man, and I wouldn’t think of such a thing 
as taking him into the bank. Just because for the 
moment he’s America’s greatest hero doesn’t make 
him fit for anything else.” 
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Mrs. Tallant looked at her husband with a 
despairing sigh. 

“ What are we going to do with him ? ’’ she asked. 

“Keep the publicity right/’ Mr. Tallant said 
grimly. 

“ But Kit?” 

“ Keep up the publicity with her, too,” he 
repeated. “ Don’t tell her anything.” 

He took a pen from his pocket and wrote a large 
O.K. upon the copy in his hand. Then he rang the 
bell. When an elderly maid appeared, he gave her 
the envelope. 

“ Get that to Mr. Roger Brame at once by special 
messenger,” he told her. 

“ Well,” Mrs. Tallant said, “ we’ll never fool Gail. 
She’s too much like me.” 

Gail looked at her husband across their own 
breakfast table. Her light hazel eyes were dancing. 
There were times, Harvey Crane thought to himself, 
when Gail’s eyes were full of splinters of light. He 
admired them, but he knew his Gail. 

“ What are you doing for lunch ? ” he had asked. 

She lifted her eyelashes at him above her cup. 
“ Don’t you remember? It’s Bert’s first day in 
town,” she replied. “ We have a luncheon engage- 
ment.” 

“ On guard, Gail,” Harvey said quietly. 

She put her cup down and looked at him with a 
too perfect surprise. 

“ You’re a strong drink for a man who can’t hold 
his liquor any better than Bert,” he said. His face 
changed no minutia of expression. Harvey Crane’s 
exterior was unalterable and even Gail could not 
penetrate it. “ Some day,” she had declared, “I 
shall take to cutting little wedges out of hina, as one 
does out of a water-melon, to see what’s inside.” 
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“ Me ? ” she now inquired, too innocently. 

“ You,” he replied. 

... He was not in the least afraid of her indiscre- 
tion. Before he had proposed to Gail Tallant he had 
made up his mind how to manage her — plenty of head 
but a hard hand on the bridle at the last, and no 
change from that. She must know that whatever 
she did he knew it, but he was inexorable only at a 
certain point. She could lunch with any man she 
liked, but she must be home for dinner with her 
husband. She could sit out a dozen dances, but he 
brought her and took her home himself. All of the 
liveliness which he recognized as essential to her was 
only to play over the solid earth of his home and 
of his marriage. He had gauged her well enough 
before he married her to realize that she wanted the 
contrast of that stability. He knew that of the two 
sisters Gail was the one to be trusted for the final 
conventions. She was wild enough, but the final 
part of her was docile and wanted to be held. 
Whereas Kit — Kit was the sort who would sell her 
soul to please and to obey and then go completely 
crazy when her self-control broke. What was that 
story he used to hear the old Episcopal rector in 
St. Mary’s read when he himself was a dogged little 
choir-boy there ? Something about a man with two 
sons and one said when his father told him to go to 
the field that he wouldn’t go, and then he did. That 
was Gail. But the other said he would, and then 
didn’t. That was Kit. Only Kit would mean to go 
and want to go. But there was something essentially 
unstable in her — the instability of the soul too 
sensitive to endure even its own decisions. . . . 

“ Why ? ” Gail was asking mischievously. Her 
elbows were on the table and her pretty chin rested 
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on her interlaced hands. She looked up at him from 
under the long gold-brown lashes which she wielded 
as women wield an ostrich-feather fan. “You don’t 
think I’m too ” 

“ Of course I don’t/’ he replied. “ I see you 
sparkling your eyes at all my friends, don’t I ? But 
they’re used to it. Bert isn’t. He begins to melt in 
the heat.” 

She burst into bright laughter and rose and went 
over to her husband and rufHed his smooth dun- 
coloured hair. 

“ I like you,” she declared. “ I don’t know why 
— you’re not half as good-looking as Bert.” 

“ I see through you, that’s why,” he answered. 
He took her hand and kissed it with apparent calm- 
ness. But Gail, used as she was, felt a faint admiring 
quiver of the flesh. He could see through her — and 
he never let her see through him. And she was used 
to seeing through men and women, too. She had 
always been cleverer than anybody around her until 
she married Harvey. He had not told her anything 
about himself before they were married, and never 
would, though to her own surprise she always told 
him everything — sooner or later. 

Now, perched on the arm of his chair, she said 
mock-mournfully, “ It’s a pity Bert is married to 
Kit. It would have been rather fun too — to ” 

“ Make a fool of a public hero,” he finished. He 
folded his napkin and pushed her gently away, and 
rose. “ But it would be short-sighted of you, my 
dear, to make a fool of your own brother-in-law — 
too close home — the Tallant home, not to mention 
your own.” 

She sighed and put up her mouth to be kissed. 

“ How is Dickie’s cold ? ” be inquired. 

“I haven’t been in,” she confessed, “ but the 
nurse hasn’t ” 
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“ Run up and see before I go — there’s a good 
girl,” he commanded her imperturbably. She was 
not the best of mothers — but he wanted her for a 
wife, first. He saw to the children himself when he 
felt it necessary. 

She obeyed, pausing at the door to make a little 
face at him. 

‘‘ I don’t know why I get up to breakfast every 
day with you,” she remarked. No woman I know 
does as much for her husband.” 

He smiled slightly, without answering. Between 
them was a bond of absolutely mutual passion. He 
had made sure of that. He knew, and he knew Gail 
knew, that no man in the world could more perfectly 
fulfil her needs than he. He understood her to the 
last drop of her blood. He watched her, proud of 
her and of himself. 

When she turned into the nursery door he lit a 
cigarette and went to the hall closet for his top-coat. 
He prided himself on being practical. And certainly 
the only practical basis of marriage was complete 
mutuality. He had Gail by the inward tether and 
she knew it. 

Gail !” he called. 

He’s much better,” she answered, coming out 
to the stairs. He looked up at her. She was absolutely 
beautiful to him. Every line of her spare graceful 
body suited him. He hated fat women — fat being 
his own enemy. He waited while she came near. 
The atmosphere between them quickened. He was 
aware of it and so was she, he knew. When she was 
face to face with him, he seized her in his arms and 
kissed her, a long deep kiss. She said nothing, but 
she was limp in his arms. He let her go quickly, 

“ I don’t know another woman in the world who 
could induce her husband to make love to her 
immediately after breakfast,” he remarked. 
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She stood, smiling at him. It is sickening, isn^t 
it ! ’’ she agreed. 

He went no further with it. She was capable of 
teasing him into anything. 

“ I must get to the office,” he said, and kissing her 
lightly on the lips, he went away. 

She stood a moment after he was gone. She gave 
Bert up easily enough. There were plenty of men 
like Bert. He had his importance for her, not 
because he was important, but because he had showed 
her that the girl Gail was still alive, waiting impatient 
for some of the old fun ! Wildness danced in her 
brain and in her blood. She knew what would 
happen. Wildness could come out of her and make 
her feel like a werewolf, or like the fox woman in an 
old Chinese fairy-tale she had once read in a collec- 
tion of fairy-tales that Kit had. Bert had waked her 
again and she would go prowling out into the world, 
in search of someone to play with, a beautiful young 
man who would agree that no foundations must be 
shaken, no rock beneath their dancing feet touched 
by any dynamite. She was young and graceful, 
light and pretty and brimming with gaiety, mischief 
and malice. When she went out today men catching 
her scent and glitter would turn to look at her. She 
felt grateful to Bert and only a little regretful for 
him, as she went to the telephone and rang up her 
mother’s house, 

‘‘Mr. Holm, please,” she said to the answering 
maid. And when Bert’s eager voice shouted in her 
ear, she said quickly, Bert, I can’t have lunch with 
you, my dear, I forgot and made a bridge date.” 

She listened, smiling and pleased with his pro- 
testation. “ Aw, Gail— — 

How pitifully easy it would be to be first a pretty 
sister-in-law, and then — just a pretty woman — a 
too pretty woman ! 
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“ No, I can’t tomorrow, either. Let’s make a 
foursome — you and Kit, and Harvey and I — some 
night next week.” 

She hung up. Poor Kit ! She dallied about her 
sunlit rooms, her eyes as golden as a tiger’s. 

. . . Bert, hearing that definite click, put up the 
receiver dolefully. This day was spoiled for him^ 
empty, just as it used to be when he was a kid and 
his pop had promised to take him to town and 
didn’t. Queer how Gail’s being so lively made Kit 
seem too quiet, though no time ago he had been 
saying he Hked her because she was quiet ! Kit was 
probably in the library now — stuck in a book. He 
might go and find her. But she’d look up with those 
far-away eyes. She always said, “ Of course I will,” 
when he wanted her to go somewhere or do some- 
thing, hut you knew she didn’t really want to. He 
wanted to do something off on his own, with some- 
body who wanted what he did. Gail, he’d bet, 
would have been game for anything. There was 
play in her. . . . 

He wandered toward the dining-room, and open- 
ing the buffet, found an empty decanter. He rang 
the bell, long and hard, and Smedley appeared as 
suddenly as if he had been shot out of a box, struggling 
into his coat as he came. He stared at Bert. 

“ What the heck makes you look like that ? ” 
Bert demanded. 

“ Nothing, sir — I’m sorry, I’m sure,” Smedley 
replied hastily. “ It’s only that nobody rings long 
like that, except Mr. Tallant, and him I know to be 
at the bank at this hour.” 

“ Get me some of that stuff we had last night,” 
Bert commanded him. 

“ It don’t belong in this decanter, sir,” Smedley 
replied anxiously. “ It was Scotch, sir.” 
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“ Well, get it,” Bert answered. And then as an 
afterthought he added, grinning, Scotch or Irish, 
I don’t care. I can drink ’em both.” 

“ Yes, sir,” Smedley said, without smiling. 

He waited until Smedley brought back a gold- 
labelled bottle and poured him a small glass. 

That’s why they call it Scotch — stingy, eh ? ” 
he complained. 

‘‘ It’s very strong, sir,” Smedley replied cautiously. 

“ Give me another,” Bert demanded. I’ll see 
for myself. That’s my motto. That’s what I said 
when I went up the old mountain. Say, Smedley, I 
kinda wish I hadn’t gone.” 

‘‘ Yes, sir,” Smedley’s voice was altogether 
colourless. 

“Yeah, I do,” Bert repeated. “For instance, 
here I am, all dressed up and nowhere to go. For I 
don’t call these soup-and-fish joints any place to go 
— do you, Smedley ? ” 

Smedley coughed behind his hand. He was 
pondering what he would do if Mr. Holm should 
ask for a third glass of Mr. Tallant’s best whisky. 
It was a pity such a young man couldn’t stand up 
better under it, Mr. Tallant now was a wonder. 
Nothing threw him off his feet, but then he was 
used to it. 

“ Smedley,” Bert began, “ if you was me — in 
my shoes, you know — and you’d counted on going 
out with a lady and got turned down, what would 
you do with your time ? ” 

Smedley coughed again. Extremely difficult, he de- 
cided ; yet no one could help liking the young fellow. 

“ Pity it isn’t tonight, sir,” he remarked. “ There’s 
a very good fight over on First Avenue, at a little 
place I know.” 

“Is there?” Bert said eagerly. ‘VLet’s go 
together, old boy — what say ? There ain’t a god- 
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damned fellow I know to go places with in this whole 
city. You know what I mean — a real man 

“You mean go incog, so to speak, sir ? ” Smedley 
said thoughtfully. Why not, he asked himself? 
Hadn’t he boasted to various friends of his that he 
knew Bert Holm ? After all, it was a free country. 
The only person he feared was the madam and what 
she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her. 

“You have a stag dinner, sir,” he reminded Bert. 
“ The Alpine Club, sir.” 

“ ril leave early,” Bert said excitedly. “ Come 
on ! I haven’t had a bust since — since I broke 
loose from that old Englishman ! ” 

He must break loose — go off on his own, among 
people of his own kind. He’d often thought, as he 
sat at the table and Smedley served him, that the 
fellow looked a good old boy — knew his way 
around probably too. 

“ Very well, sir,” Smedley said, after a moment’s 
further thought. “ I’ll just write the address.” He 
pulled out a small pad and pencil and wrote on it 
and tore out the leaf and handed it to Bert. “ I’ll 
be there myself at a quarter to ten, sir.” 

“ Swell ! ” Bert shouted, and clapped him on the 
back fit to burst the bottle from his hand. He 
winced and bore it. It would be something, wouldn’t 
it, if he showed Bert Holm off? After all, the men 
there had as much right to see him as anyone else. 
It was a democracy, wasn’t it ? 

He made up for this by being all the rest of the 
day as formal as though Bert were the Prince of 
Wales, ignoring his wink over the salad at luncheon. 
For Bert lunched at home, between Kit and Mrs. 
Tallant. 

“ Bert ! ” Kit cried softly, “ where have you 
been?” 
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She sat up in bed, astonished. He stood in the 
door between their rooms, smiling at her. She 
scrambled out of bed and went over to him. Why, 
you’re feverish ! ” she exclaimed. 

FuU off-fever,’’ he agreed dolefully. He stared 
at her as she came to him. I want to lie down,” 
he said. He turned and fell upon his bed.^ Then 
suddenly he sat up. Go away, Kit,” he said. “ I 
want to be sick — all by myself.” 

She fled out of the room to call her mother. But 
outside in the hall she found Smedley standing as 
though he were waiting for her. 

“ You’re not calling madam, are you, miss ? ” he 
inquired. 

“ Yes, I was ! ” she answered, again astonished. 

How did you know ? ” 

‘‘Don’t, miss,” Smedley urged. “ He’ll be all 
right. He — over-et — something extraordinary. 
He’ll be all right, as soon as — if you’ll excuse me, 
miss, it’s all up ” 

They listened to Bert in the bathroom being 
very ill. 

“ I’d better go in, miss,” Smedley said gently. 

She went back to her room full of doubts. After 
a while, hearing only silence, she peered into Bert s 
room. He lay in his bed as though asleep and 
Smedley stood looking down at him. 

“ Is he all right ? ” she whispered, stealing in. 

“ Perfectly, miss,’^ he replied. All he needs now 
is sleep.” He coughed slightly and added, ‘‘ a real 
enthusiastic young man, miss — the disposition that 
never knows when to stop.” ^ 

They stood looking down at Bert. When he slept 
his face went back to its childhood, even to the sh^e 

of his babyhood. His cheeks grew smooth and^his 

lips pouted. It was impossible not to feel him 
touching and young. 
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“ Wonderful likeable chap, miss,” Smedley said, 
and smiled at her. . . . After all, he’d known her 
since she was in socks and little dresses. But she 
didn’t answer, only smiled back the same little 
half-sad smile she’d always had. Getting married 
hadn’t changed her much, he thought — not Kke 
Miss Gail, who settled down nicely. But then, 
Miss Kit was always serious — too serious. . . ! 
“ Wonderful,” he repeated. “ Good night, miss,” 
he added. 

“Good night, Smedley — and thank you,” she 
replied. 

He left her and tiptoed away. In the crowded 
hall where the fight had been, it had got around of 
course who Bert was, and the men had gone wild. 
The fight was nothing compared to it. And Bert 
had shouted with the best of them, telling them what 
they wanted to know — one of them, he was. He’d 
had a fine good time out of it and he hadn’t wanted 
to come home at all. 

Smedley, in his own small private part of the 
Tallant house, shut the door. 

“ He don’t belong here,” he thought, “ not half 
as much as I do myself, in a way. It’s a good thing, 
probably, to let him get loose once in a while on the 
sly. He’ll keep in fine the better for it.” 

Thus he justified himself for the night’s adventure. 

"What they don’t know won’t hurt ’em,” he 
added. But he was thinking again, especially of 
Mrs. Tallant. ... 

Kit bent over Bert and put her hand on his fore- 
head. ^ His face, which had been so flushed when he 
came in, was now almost pallid, and it was wet to 
her touch. There was no fever in him any more, 
at least. He felt cold. She pulled the gold-coloured 
eider-down closer about him, gently, lest he wake, 
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but he slept as though nothing could ever wake him. 

So she sat on the edge of the bed and looked 
at him. All this evening she had longed for 
him vaguely. That was because of the music. She 
had gone with her father and mother to hear Tristan 
and Isolde^ and the familiar opera had swept her 
along its river of feeling. She had wished Bert 
could hear it^ yet knowing, too, that he did not care 
for music. But there was so much more than mere 
music to this. Who could keep from feeling that 
this music was only a symbol ? She held him fast in 
her mind while he had gone off to his stag dinner, 
looking wonderfully handsome. He had learned 
how to wear his evening clothes and they became 
him as they did all tall blond men. And he would 
enjoy himself — men nearly always liked him. She 
had sat, quite at rest about him, and let herself be 
carried deeper and deeper into the music. And 
when it was over, they had come home in the 
silence which must follow such music and she had 
kissed her parents good night and come upstairs. 
Sometimes, she thought, she was sure her parents 
were more than usually kind to her these days. It 
was almost as it used to be when she was a child 
and something had gone wrong with her. But 
nothing was wrong now. She had undressed and 
bathed and gone to bed and then waited for Bert to 
come home. That was all. 

She sat now, curled at his feet, thinking of the 
music she had heard. Those lovers had found in 
each other the end and meaning of life. That was 
what they always taught you about love, that it was 
the end for which everyone sought. When it came 
all problems ceased and life took its pattern for ever. 
You knew where you were after that. 

But the strange thing was you never knew. Less 
than before she now knew where she was. What no 
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one ever told was that after marriage people were 
really more confused than ever. For simply going 
on as she and Bert were now doing was no use at all. 
He knew no more than she what they should do — 
less than she, for he did not even feel her lack. If 
they had been poor and had had to work to live, 
that would have been one necessity to guide them. 
Without this necessity what had they? Love was 
no end to anything. In itself it was only a state of 
being and it could be even meaningless. Bert loved 
her but his love provided him with no guide even 
for himself. 

She sat in the silence, hearing Bert’s sleeping 
breath, and hearing Tristan’s voice, retreating into 
echoes. 

Gail, dancing with her own husband at the party 
they were giving for Kit, watched over Harvey’s 
solid shoulder the spectacle of Bert Holm growing 
moment by moment more thoroughly drunk. Now 
that Harvey had put his taboo upon Bert, she watched 
him with nothing but a fairly mild curiosity. It was 
a pity that Kit never saw him getting drunk in time 
to stop it. This was the third time it had happened 
in a month, the first time at the Whitfields and the 
second at the Van der Meers. Both times it had 
been embarrassing. Bert did not hold his liquor 
well, and he had no knowledge of how or what to 
drink. 

She watched the inevitable effect upon him. It 
made him not boisterous or noisy, but full of a 
teasing childish mischief, a desire to snatch at 
women’s hair and shoulder straps and to pretend he 
was pulling zippers up and down their backs. If 
the women were a little drunk too, there would be 
loud laughter. But more often evep quite young 
women, if they were still sober, simply moved away 
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Qi* parried him a little too gaily. After all, whatever 
jie did, he was still Bert Holm. 

‘‘ If he were in a night club/’ she murmured into 
Harvey’s ear, '' I wouldn’t lift a finger. But this is 
our own house. Don’t you think you’d better just — 
guide him away somewhere ? ” 

Bert was dancing with Bita Blakeslee, a debutante 
newly out of finishing school. They were romping 
along, beautiful to look at, both of them mad, but 
there was nobody here who would mind very much 
for she had purposely invited a rather small crowd 
of smart people. And yet, of course, Bert could not 
do what other men could, for somehow or other 
stories crept out. In spite of Roger Brame there had 
been a story last week in the tabloids about the 
cocktail party where he had poured a glass of ice 
water down his hostess’s back, and one heard queer 
tales of his appearing in strange, vulgar places late 
at night, drunk. 

He doesn’t remember anything about it,” Kit 
had said in distress the morning after the cocktail 
party. But by then it was too late. Of course some 
people only laughed, but the people who mattered 
did not laugh. In spite of her own mocking fixn of 
conservatism and what she called the “ old guard,” 
Gail knew very well that all her mockery was safe 
only so long as she was securely married to Harvey. 
A married woman, never divorced, and the mother 
of two sturdy and carefully cared-for little boys who 
looked beautiful in photographs with her, could be 
as free as she liked in what she said. Men rather 
liked a young matron with an edgy tongue, especially 
if they knew there was nothing loose about her except 
her talk- There was something sharp in the contrast. 
When she made wilful argument they laughed and 
she simply built up her reputation for wit. Poor Irene 
Cavanaugh, her room-mate at finishing school who 
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had married twice, so unluckily each time, and was 
now divorced again, had to be as careful as an old- 
fashioned Sunday school teacher. 

“ Where is Kit ? ” Harvey demanded a little 
irritably. “ Why isn’t she looking after him ? ” 

“ She is dancing with somebody,” Gail said. 
“ Besides, Kit’s the last person to see unless she is 
told. She’s always like someone in a dream, that 
girl ! ” 

Even as she spoke she saw Kit and their eyes met. 
She nodded slightly toward Bert. 

“ She sees him now,” she murmured. “ Poor 
Kit ! ” 

Kit saw Bert instantly. She must not, of course, 
make any sign that she saw. But the sense of dis- 
maying helplessness which was her inner state most 
of the time, fell upon her again. What should she 
do if Bert really began to make a habit of this, as 
Uncle Henry had ? But it wasn’t the same. Uncle 
Henry had been so clever and determined about it, 
and made up his mind deliberately to get drunk 
twice a month. Bert could never be so determined 
or so clever. He slipped into it, not realizing what 
was happening to him. What did one do with 
someone who never realized what was happening 
to him ? 

As soon as the dance was over she moved through 
the crowd toward Bert. He was standing alone and 
a little uncertainly, by the window. 

“ Bert, will you take me out on the terrace ? ” she 
begged. “ I feel dizzy.” 

He stared at her gravely through eyes that did 
not quite focus. 

“ You haven’t been taking too much, ICit? ” he 
inquired. 

She smiled, put her hand in his arm, and guided 
him toward the door. When she got him into the 
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cold clear wintry air he would know what he was 
doing. She opened the glass door and stepped out 
and walked across the tiles, and he followed her to 
the balustrade. Behind them were Gail’s beautiful 
rooms, full of flowers and light and warmth. Against 
a background of Harvey’s inherited mid-Victorian 
furniture, Gail wore her ultra-modern evening gowns 
and her fantastic new coiffures, as though she were 
a woman stepping out of tlie nineties, in a perpetual 
symbolism. Everything in Gail’s house was planned 
to show off Gail by contrast. 

They stood side by side, looking down on Central 
Park and the inverted sky of the city lights. The 
windless air was edged with frost. It was one of 
New York’s matchless nights. 

Gosh,” Bert whispered, sobering for a moment 
in the cold, there’s something about this that makes 
me think of that old mountain top.” 

Oh, Bert, what ? ” she asked. 

There was no use in telling him how silly it was 
for him to keep on drinking. She shrank indeed 
from thinking how foolishly he behaved when he was 
drunk. In a time when most of her generation 
accepted getting drunk as an inevitable occasional 
accident, it seemed useless even to tell him that she 
hated it. Besides, she knew that the trouble was that 
he had not enough to do. But whenever she talked 
to her mother about their own house and finding a 
place where they could live more quietly than they 
could in New York, her mother said, ‘‘ Not yet, Kit 
darling, not just when Mr, Brame is getting his 
publicity so nicely organized. This winter you and 
Bert must give yourselves to his public. Public 
interest won’t last — nothing does, you know, darling. 
It’s so important to have it all end in a dignified 
way — important to us, darling. . . 

‘‘ I guess it’s the sky,” he said, looking up. It’s 



a big piece of sky. Maybe if s the buildings. They 
look sort of like mountain tops, don’t they ? ” 

Yes, they do,” she murmured. It was easy to 
imagine, looking at the tops of the towers around 
them, that they were the precipitous cliffs of lonely 
mountain ranges. High up like this, on the thirtieth 
floor, the earth sank away into valleys. She stood 
for a moment transported. If she and Bert could 
get away into mountains ! 

“ Thaf s strong stuff Gail serves,” Bert said 
uneasily. “ I hope it don’t make me sick. I feel 
kind of funny.” 

She came back to him. Why do you drink so 
much of it ? ” she asked helplessly. 

‘‘ I don’t know,” he said as helplessly. 

They stood gazing in silence over the city. 

‘‘ I land of wish,” he said at last slowly, “ that I 
could go away from here — get right out of here,” 
Oh Bert, yes ! ” she agreed. 

“ I’d like to go back where I was, before all this 
began.” 

Fd love to go with you, Bert,” she said. 

And why not ? Perhaps there upon the mountains 
he loved she would find Bert, the man she had 
married. She had not found him elsewhere. Why 
not go away from this? The earth was full of 
freedom in which they had no share. 

For they lived their days now in a rush of people 
and parties and interviews and dinners and photo- 
graphers, all, it was true, judiciously and quietly 
managed by Roger Brame. They did nothing 
without Roger Brame, the Lion Tamer, Gail called 
him, laughing at him. But what he really tamed 
was the crowd. Kit felt his little dry practical 
figure standing between them and that crowd she 
never once forgot. She and Bert were safe as long 
as Roger Brame kept them at bay. Each invitation 
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was subjected to his careful appraisal before it was 
accepted or rejected. 

And yet it was slavery. The days were planned 
from breakfast until midnight. In the midst of 
luxury and ease they lived in slavery to Roger Brame. 
No, not to Roger Brame. What they were en- 
slaved by was that super-hero, Bert Holm. Shaped 
by Roger Brame, Bert Holm was beginning to take 
on the immense potentialities of the popular hero 
who by his sterling personal worth was proving to 
be more than the figure of a moment. She knew 
that figure, according to the newspapers. He was a 
family man. His devotion to his rather fragile quiet 
little wife was beautiful. They were never seen 
apart. Whenever his tall person was set upon a 
page, there looked out from beside him her own 
shy face. Kit, gazing at the two faces, thought 
with a sort of surprise, “ They look quite happy 
together.’’ 

And so they might be quite happy, she thought 
with resolution for happiness, if they could ever be 
alone. But they were never alone — they had never 
been alone. And if it were not for Mr. Brame, they 
would have been overwhelmed. The public was 
always beside them waiting at the door with auto- 
graph books, with scraps of paper and stubby pencils. 
Boys climbed on the running boards of their car 
when a stop-light held them and begged hoarsely 
through the windows. 

Oh come on, Bert, give us your name — it don’t 
cost you nothin’, does it ? ” 

But Mr. Brame had told them he must not put his 
name to bits of paper. One never knew what could 
be written above a signature. 

It had grown intolerably tiresome. What had 
once been amusing and even touching, she thought, 
remembering the pathos of the upturned, straining, 
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wistful faces of crowds, was now unbearable 
effrontery, the too ardent attentions of strangers to 
whom yet somehow they belonged. 

And then, suddenly, to her amazement Bert was 
crying upon her shoulder. 

“ Why, Bert ! ” she cried. “ Why, darling ! ” 

“ You look so sad,” he sobbed. “ It’s because 
I’m no good. I know I’m rotten.” 

“ Bert, you’re not ! ” she cried, her arms tight 
about him. “ Think of all the people who say you 
are wonderful ! ” ' 

“ They don’t know anything about me,” he 
sobbed. “ You’re the only one who reaUy knows 

about me — or cares a damn about me ” 

“ But I think you’re wonderful too, Bert ” 

“ No, you don’t. Kit ! ” He was actually clingin g 
to her. “ Why, you couldn’t ! You’re so sweet aad 
good — and I’m just stinking ! You don’t know 

half how bad I am. Kit. Why, I ” 

In the midst of his sobbing he was about to 
stammer out something when the glass door opened. 
It was Gail in her scarlet dress. 

“ What on earth are you two doing ? ” she 
demanded. “ A Romeo and Juliet out here on the 
edge of the terrace? Or are you trying to throw 
yourself over, Bert ? ” 

Her voice came cutting across Bert’s emotion like 
a cold wind. 

“ Bert is — isn’t feeling well,” Kit answered 
hotly. 

Gan drew three steps nearer and stared. 

“ He’s just drunk. Kit,” she said, and laughed. 
And against her shoulder Kit felt Bert’s body 
begin to tremble. He pressed his face into her 
shoulder — sobbing ? No, he was laughing ! She 
drew away from him quickly and he lifted his face 
and looked at Gail. 
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‘‘You’re right again . , he stuttered. 
just too — d-dainiied drunk ! 

He broke into helpless rocking laughter. 

Gail had been very kind in spite of laughter. 
iHt, sitting beside Bert’s bed the next morning, 
poured him a glass of ice water from the carafe. 
Gail had let them in by another door and they had 
taien the elevator down and had come home. And 
Smedley had said nothing when he opened the door. 
He had simply helped Bert upstairs to his room. 

“ Is there anything more, miss ? ” he had asked 
when he had taken off Bert’s clothes and put him 
to bed. 

“ Nothing more, thanks,” she had said. Smedley 
could be trusted to remember nothing in the 
morning. 

Now the telephone rang. 

Oh, gosh ! ” Bert groaned. 

‘^Just lie still, darling,” she begged him, and 
took up the receiver. It was Gail. 

“ How is he ? ” Gail’s voice came over the 
telephone with all its warmth extracted, until only 
the thin essence of it remained, but she was used to 
Gail’s voice like that on the telephone. 

“He has a fearful headache, of course,” she 
answered. 

“ Of course,” Gail agreed. She hesitated, and 
then went on briskly. “ Kit, I don’t know if I 
should say anything, but after you had gone last 
night Rita told everybody Bert had proposed elope- 
ment to her.” 

“ What — oh, Gail — thaf s silly ! ’^ 

“ Of course it is, but the only thing I could say to 
excuse him was the truth — that he was stewed and 
didn’t know what he was saying.” 

She waited for Kit to answer, but when Kit did 
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not answer sbe went on. “ Nothing will come 
this time, except Rita went on to a night club- / 
called her up this morning and told her she must®' 
taUi any more. She was very decent, I must sa/ " 
said she was half stewed herself and couldn’t 
member what she said. But she says Bert really 
And I told her that she had to understand even 0^^} 
men went on the loose a little sometimes.” 
laughed over the telephone and listened. “ 
darling, are you there ? ” she inquired when 
heard nothing. 

“ Yes, I’m here,” Kit replied. 

“ Don’t sound so mournful. Kit ! It’s not 
fault mostly — it’s just that nobody can stan^ 

what he’s getting.” 

'* Yes, Gail, thank you.” 

She hung up the receiver and turned to Bert- 
He was lying crumpled against his pillows, his eyes 
shut. 


Bert, she demanded, “ what did you say last 
night to Rita Blakeslec ? ” 

“ Rita Blakeslec ? ” he groaned. “ Never heard 
of the woman.” 

But, Bert ” she began, when there was a 
knock on the door. 

“ Come in,” she called. 

It was Sarah, the elder housemaid. “It’s Mr. 

Brame, miss, she said. “ And please, miss, he says 
It’s urgent.” r > , , 


1 11 be down at once,” she answered. 

She rose and went into the bathroom and found 
an ice bag and filled it with crushed ice from a bowl 
full upon the table. Smedley had brought it up a 
tew moments before without explanations. She put 
the cap upon Bert’s hot head and drew down the 
shades against the too bright morning sun and went 
downstairs to Mr. Brame. 
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As soon as she entered the library she knew some- 
thing was wrong. Her father and mother were 
already there. It must be something very wrong if 
her father were not now on his way to Wall Street. 
They sat in the dark handsome room, looking a 
part of it indeed, three elderly people deciding, 
as she knew, upon Bert. She came in a little 
timidly. 

Good morning, Mr. Brame,’’ she said. Her 
voice sounded so faint that she cleared her throat 
to excuse it. 

“ Good morning,’’ he said gravely. I am sorry 
to have to call you to business so early, but there has 
been an unfortunate bit of publicity this morning, 
not, I am glad to say, in the important papers, 
which we have well in hand, but in a woman’s 
gossip column. Of course she is known to be catty 
and all that, but her column is read because of a 
supposed wit. And anything that makes people 
laugh at Bert Holm just now is most unfortunate. 
There have been too many stories lately, from un- 
expected quarters. And I might say, Mrs. Holm, 
that his remarks on birtlrcontrol last Tuesday were 
most unfortunate. Many people have strong pre- 
judices on the subject. It is always wise for a public 
figure to avoid a definite statement on a controversial 
matter.” 

She stopped the flow of Mr. Brame. 

“ Bert doesn’t care anything about birth control.” 

She had said last Tuesday, over the newspaper, 

“ Bert, did you say you believe the government 
ought to enforce birth control among the lower 
classes ? ” 

He had blushed and looked sheepish. Hell, 
no,” he said. Some female or other kept pesterm’ 
me last night at that dinner, and I said I guessed 
she was right.” 
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“Then it is a pity he said so,” Mr Brame 
reyrted His dignified grey face turned a strange 

red. 

Her mother broke in swiftly. “ Mr. Brame tTun^ 
dear, that we should plan something for Bert — an 
expedition or something, just to get him out of the 
public eye for the moment ” 

“ Rather, if I may explain, Mrs. Tallant,” Mr. 
Brame interposed, “ to get him in the public eye 
again in the proper light. You may be interested, 
Mrs. Holm, in some detailed studies which I have 
made of important public characters in recent 
years, with the graphs of the rise and fall of their 
popularity.” 

He took from a leather brief-case on the floor 
beside him some mimeographed pamphlets and 
looked them over rapidly. “ I have handled a 
number of personages. Let me see — bm^ let me 
see, perhaps — here’s one, although almost any one 
I might choose out of the hundred-odd that I have 
would be about the same. In this case as in Mr. 
Holm’s, the popularity begins at a high point im- 
mediately following some single act which fires the 
ready imagination of the public. It rises rapidly 
until after the public ovation. After that there is a 
slight decline, natural because the public has some- 
what overspent itself. They are ashamed of their 
own warmth, so to speak, and their curiosity is 
satisfied since they have seen their hero. There is, 
however, a slight rise again, or a continued level 
high for a short time, during which they have 
opportunities to hear their hero maie public 
speeches and new crowds are seeing him at closer 
range in different places. When this secondary 
public is satisfied there is a rapid decline in interest, 
unless a spectacle of some sort again presents itself 
and it is likely to waver away entirely while the 
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PuTdUc begins looking about for a new object to 

worship.” , .p. L ij 

She reached for the pamphlet Mr. Brame held. 

It was a biographical sketch of Charley Bigge. She 
remembered the name. When she was at boarding 
school the girls had clipped his picture from news- 
papers, and one of the older girls had seen n™- 
Over and over again they begged the girl, What 

was he like, SaUy ? ” tt > 

And SaUy would begin dreaming, _ He s not very 
tall but he’s dark and his eyes just make you 

squirm ” , , i j 

What’s become of Charley Bigge . she asked. 

She had not heard his name or thought of him for 

He’s still alive,” Mr. Brame said gently, a sad 
example, Mrs. Holm, of what I mean. He was 
unable to stand his own popularity. He began to 
feel self-important. He began to expect constant 
attention. The public grew disgusted.’’ Mr. Brame 
coughed behind his hand. “ Even I did, in fact. 1 
remember our last interview was very distressing. 
I pointed out that after all he had only performed a 
single noble act. If you remember, Mrs. Holm, he 
saved an entire audience at a matinee in which he 
was performing in vaudeville. Let me see — it 
fifteen years ago. The theatre caught on fire. He 

leaped to the front of the stage and by singing and 

dancing held the crowd. The papers were full ot 
it and he received many medals. I handled him a 
the time. A weak character, Mrs. Tallant. He was 
unable to capitalize himself. Adulation went to bis 
head. The public soon forgot him — very properly. 

Kit gazed at the face in her hands. It was a 
weak face, a little too pretty for a man. But surely 
the eyes were innocent and even bewildCTed. 

“ Richmond Pearson Hobson,” Mrs. Tallant said 
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suddenly. She had been sitting, looking thoughtfUl^^"" 
at Mr. Brame. 

Ah/’ Mr. Brame murmured. He 


another.” 

I remember when I was about twelve,” 
Tallant said, “ my mother took me to a meeting. ^ 
do believe every woman in the room except 
mother kissed him. He leaned down and said, ‘ A^j 
here’s a dear little girl,’ when he saw me, and kiss^^^ 
me. I remember I thought he smelled of lil^^* 
But maybe it was only all the women,” 

“ He was the hero of Havana,” Mr. Brame said' 
He sank the ship which closed the harbour to the 


enemy.” 

I never heard of him,” Kit said. 

He was too early for you,” Mr. Brame ex- 
plained gently. 

“ Then it needn’t last long ? ” she inquired. 

It is my business to help it to last,” Mr. Brame 
said with a bow. 

We would be glad, Bert and I, if there were no 
more public attention,” Kit replied. 

Mr. Brame coughed. “ Unfortunately,” he said 
dryly, there is another phase to this public interest. 
It not only declines, it takes on a sort of reverse 
action. That is, in proportion to the adulation 
which has been lavished upon an individual, reaction 
sets in and the public is not satisfied then with 
ignoring what hitherto it worshipped. When this 
phase sets in, nothing will satisfy people unless they 
can blacken and vilify the beloved object. Small 
peccadilloes, unnoticed in the average person, or 
merely laughed at, will assume large proportions. 
Personal habits and individual behaviour or too free 
speech are resented. At this point it becomes im- 
possible to escape public notice of a most unfavour- 
able sort and the only resort is either to withdraw 
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entirely and hope that a new love object will make 
the niob forget, or else to perform some new feat 
which will for a time restore public interest.” 

“ But Bert hasn’t done anything really wrong ! ” 
Kit exclaimed. 

Here in her parents’ house where at least she had 
felt safe and sheltered, they were beginning to 
intrude. Even Mr. Brame could not hold them back. 
Once as children she and Gail had been taken to 
Coney Island for a treat, because they had begged 
for it. The chauffeur had driven them there and the 
governess had gone with them, disapproving it all. 
They had ridden on everything and done everything, 
and Gail had laughed and laughed. But all l^t 
could remember was the crowd of people staring 
and sweating and eating and yelling. These were 
the people ! 

“ I don’t think they should count little things,” 
she said aloud. “ Everybody — nearly — drinks too 
much now, Mother — not people like you and 
Father, of course, but plenty of people do, and 
nobody thinks anything of it.” 

“ Quite true,” Mr. Brame said. 

She saw them look at each other, and like an 
odour, she smelled something she did not know. 

‘‘ It isn’t only the drinking,” her mother agreed. 
“ After all, your Uncle Harry was quite a drunkard 
and we all knew it, but no one thought the less of 
him, because he was a gentleman even when he was 
drunk.” 

“ But Bert’s not used to it,” she said pleadingly, 
looking from one to the other of the three grave faces. 
“ He’ll get better. He’s ever so much better^ now 
than he was at first. Most of the time he’s quite — 
sensible. And it wasn’t any time ago that everybody 
was saying how dignified he was and how well he 
carried everything off.” 
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“ If they were saying that some months ago,” Mr 
Brame said in a melancholy voice, “it is sufficient 
reason why they do not want to say it now. The 
period of revision has begun. Any sKght accident 
now will be turned into scandal.’’ 

IVIr. Tallant had not spoken. He had sat, staring 
across the room and out into the sunny morning air 
as they talked. 

“ Besides, Kit,” her mother went on “ it’s a 
matter of importance to our family. Your father 
has a very high position to maintain, what with 
these new international loans and the whole banking 
situation so uncertain. People look to him and it 

doesn’t sound well for his son-in-law to to and 

anyway we’re in for a period of conservatism from 
people, now that the government’s radical. Every- 
body says so.” 

“ The boy hasn’t anything to do,” Mr. Tallant 
said suddenly, “ except to play the fool.” 

Kit’s lip quivered. They were all hard on Bert, 
and probably they were blaming her because she 
had not been able to manage him better. How 
could she tell them that Bert was as changeful and 
difficult as a child, how tell them that she herseli 
did not know from one hour to the next what to 
expect from him, that he had no real interests of his 
own, that he never read a book, that she did not 
know how to interest him in anything ? He was as 
restless as the lions at the zoo. 

Mr. Tallant looked at Eat and rose with gusty 
impatience for his wife and Mr. Brame. 

Oh, hell,” he exclaimed, “ I don’t have any use 
for this. We’re treating it all too seriously.” 

“ Robert, it can’t be too serious,” Mrs. TaUant 
said sharply. 

“ I agree — under the circumstances,” Mr. Brame 
said. “ If yours were an ordinary family, Mr. 
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Tallant, we could allow Bert Holm simply to take 
his course and disappear as other popular heroes 
disappear. But the Tallants are too well known. 
It is more important to the Tallants to maintain the 
figure of Bert Holm than it is to Bert Holm himself. 
Should all the facts become public, it is the Tallants 
who would appear as the — the dupes.” 

They were looking at each other as if she were 
not here. She turned from one to the other, trying 
to catch what this was that they were throwing 
between themselves and that they were keeping from 
her. 

You are hiding something,” she said. “ Father, 
Mother — there’s something you know that I don’t. 
Why does he say — dupes ? ” 

Dupes is perhaps too strong a word,” Mr. Brame 
said hastily. He realized that he might have gone 
too far with a valuable client, but he was an honest 
man and, indeed, would have considered it bad 
business not to be honest. Besides, he was beginning 
to doubt the wisdom of hiding anything from this 
slight dark-eyed young woman. After all, she alone 
was the one to handle Bert Holm. Everything 
depended on her private management. 

“ Personally,” Mr. Tallant said, “ I tlnnk we 
should come out into the open with everything and 
beat the public at its own game. If we let them 
know we know everything, they can’t do anything 
to us.” 

''But do we know everything?” Mrs. Tallant 
whispered. 

" Mother ! ” Kit cried. “ What do you mean ? ” 

Mr. Tallant looked at his watch. '^ I have to 
go,” he said. " The directors are waiting for me 
and I’ve put them off half an hour already. And 
we promised the President a report in Washington 
by noon today. Settle this yourself, Dottie. But 
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my advice is, take Kit into your room and tell her 
everything and let her see what she is up against. 
She’s his wife, and she’s no child any more. Brame, 
we’ll cdl you up. But I think your idea of u 
expedition is a good one. There won’t be any 
difficulty about financing it. I’m sure.” 

“ I hope not,” Mr. Brame replied. He was 
gathering up his papers. “ But be prepared, Mr. 
Tallant, to find that funds promised readily a few 
months ago wiU not be there now. That’s the 
public.” 

“ Damn the public 1 ” Mr. Tallant said quietly. 
He stooped to kiss his wife’s cheek and then Kif^ 
and went to the door. 

“ It is of you I think,” Mr. Brame said with 
emphasis, following him. “ Goodbye, madam - 
goodbye, Mrs. Holm — I am at your service.” He 
bowed and followed Mr. Tallant into the hall. 

Left alone, Mrs. Tallant said at once to her 
daughter, “Let’s go into my sitting room, child, 
where we can be comfortable and undisturbed.” By 
that she meant, where Bert would not come in. She 
put her arm around Kit, and feeling that firm 
support Kit grew very still within herself. It must 
be something worse than drinking, she thought, 
because she could feel her mother’s will to keep 
calm. Her mouth went dry and her heart began to 
beat in thick hard thumps. 

“ Yes, Mother,” she said quietly. 

It was nearly noon when at last she came out of 
her mother’s room. She must go and see how Bert 
was, but not quite yet. Just for a few moments she 
must be alone and think how she would approach 
him and what she would say. If she were like Gail 
it would be much better, because then she could 
shut up her own heart, she could harden her voice 
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and her eyes and go upon a breeze of caustic laughter 
to demand of Bert, Why didn’t you tell me, silly ? 
Mother’s had to do it — it’s been as bad as if she 
were confessing she’d done it herself.” If she were 
Gail she could talk like that to Bert, and to herself 
she could say with Gail’s hard brightness, “ What 
a fuss about nothing ! As if everybody didn’t have 
silly things to hide ! ” There were plenty of women 
who had rather not be told what their husbands 
had done before they met them. At school the girls 
used to talk about that, and they said, many of 
them, they’d rather not know, because after all 
every man had experiences, and why not ? It made 
them more exciting. 

She sat down on the edge of her window-seat 
and looked out over the East River. No, but Bert 
was a country boy who had grown up in the plainest 
and simplest of ways and what had happened to 
him would have been important to him — too 
important, so that he had wanted to hide it even 
from her. 

Deep inside she heai d her heart inquiring in a 
daze of queer pain, “ But why didn’t he tell me ? ” 

But his mother had not told her either, or 
mentioned it. There had been no sign. The deceit 
seemed suddenly intolerable and absurd. Then she 
remembered Mr. Holm’s shrewd sudden upward 
look at her when he said, that day when she had 
come upon him in the clearing, something about 
Bert’s having been made a fool of once. That 
was why he had hidden it, poor boy, she saw^ in 
a flash, because he didn’t want people to think 
hum a fool. It was the naive fear of country 
louts, she thought in a sudden hard^ relentless 
judgment. His parents had taught him to be 
like that lest he reveal himself ignorant. ^ 

She felt she could not breathe unless it were told 
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and the air about her clear again of hidden things. 
She had asked her mother straight out, '' Why do 
we care ? Why don’t we tell it ourselves ? ” 

And her mother had said quickly, Oh no, Kit — 
it would be so absurd — his saying it hadn’t been, 
and now we saying it had — the newspapers would 
go and find the woman and all that. It would be 
horrible for us.” 

She had not answered her mother, because she 
suddenly thought of the people who believed in him, 
the millions of people, and she put aside herself. 
She did not feel at all hysterical or emotional, only 
sad and not a little bewildered about how to tell 
Bert what she now knew. It was only Kit’s duty, 
her mother went on to say, to manage so that what 
was merely a youthful mistake might not become an 
ugly story which could open the whole family to its 
exaggeration, or even to blackmail. There was no 
knowing what sort of woman this Lily Roos was, 
and whether or not she would make demands. Up 
to now she had made none and probably would 
make none if there was no commotion. If she did 
appear, they would tell her quietly that they knew 
the whole story and that it had no significance. 
But she might say that she could sell it to the news- 
papers. That was what Mr. Brame. wanted to guard 
against by keeping up Bert’s public standing. 

To all this Kit listened with intense silent atten- 
tion. 

‘‘ We could just go away, Bert and I,” she told 
her mother. “ If we built a house somewhere far 
away from everybody, in some quiet place like — like 
Glen Barry.” 

Her mother had looked at her strangely, and then 
after a moment had told her about the maid. She 
had broken down — just a little — and her mother 
had been kind again. Men had such queer seizures, 
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she said, and then the red spots came out on her 
neck, and she said, “ I never told a soul, Kit, and I 
wouldn’t now, except to help you understand — but 
your own father — ” And then she had gone on to 
tell her something about a French actress in Paris 
years ago, and Kit had wanted to laugh and cry 
because it was so funny and old-fashioned like some- 
thing in Henry James, only she could see how her 
mother really thought it was exactly the same thing 
as the maid at Glen Barry. . . . 

“ Try to take it in your stride,” her mother had 
ended. Her voice was brisk and energetic again. 
“ Why don’t you talk to Gail, dear ? She has such 
a sane wholesome outlook, I think, especially about 
men. After all, it’s not the marriage and divorce 
that amount to anything, really. It’s the ridiculous 
situation into which it has brought us.” 

She had not answered this. There was the 
private ache in her breast because Bert had not told 
her, not even when they were alone together, when 
she had been trying to find him. 

But what, she asked herself, was the use of talking 
to Gail ? She was not Gail, and she could not be 
like Gail. . . . She sighed now, a long quivering 
sigh. On the next building a man was crawling 
out of the window. He was a window-washer, and 
he adjusted his heavy leather belt carefully and 
began to work. She watched him, without thinking 
of him, ... If she couldn’t think and feel as Gail 
did, then what was the use of talking to her ? Her 
own mind could tell her all the things that Gail 
would say, the sane, wholesome, sharp, common- 
sense things that everybody she knew said, things 
stripped of all idealism and dream and romance. 
But why was it of any help to know that most men 
would have behaved exactly as Bert did, and 
wouldn’t have thought they had to tell anybody, 
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and that what their wives didn’t know wouldn’t hurt 
them ? That was wrong, anyway - because it did 
hurt. Even when she had known nothin? it had 
hurt her, because not telling her had made Bert a 
certain sort of person and that had hurt her thouffi 
she did not know it, and it hurt her doubly now that 
she did know. . . . The man was leaning out over 
the precipice and she looked away. How horrible 
to get up every mormng knowing you had to spend 
your day hanging on the edge of a precipice ' 

And then, just as she was about to get up and so 
into Bert’s room, he came stumbHng in, in 4 
blue pyjamas that she had given him because his 
eyes were the same blue. His fair hair was tumbled 
and his face flushed and his eyes full of bewildermpry 
“Kit, where have you been all day?™ he 
demanded. His voice was thick. “ I called you and 
you never answered. I’ve been sick as a dog ” 

He dropped on his knees before her and buried 
his face in her lap, and clutched her around the 

• -.1 1, ’ J ^ f. “ he muttered, 

bhe laid her cheek against his forehead. 

“ Why, you are full of fever ! ” she cried “ Bert 
come back to bed at once ! ” She stood' up half 
hi&g Um, and led him back to bed. 
pdlowhe looked np at with bright, empty eyea 
I called and called,” he said drowsily ^ 

“ But why didn’t you ring ? ” she asked, tucking 
him m. ^ They d have told you where I was.” 

t smiled a little 

* I m not used to bells. Kit.” 

“TiVcS’ smiling back at him sadly. 

Jje still — I m going to call the doctor.” 

She took up the telephone. 

“Don’t leave me,” he begged her. 

head, smiling steadfastly. “I 

won t, she said. 
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Pneumonia, the doctor said, lifting his bald head 
from Bert’s chest. . . . Not serious yet, he added. 

He rose and scribbled a prescription. Fll have 
a nurse in half an hour. Meanwhile, if you and Mrs. 

Tallant can manage ” 

Of course we can,” her mother said. 

It was less than an hour ago that they had been 
talking about what they would do with Bert. Now 
he had settled it himself by getting pneumonia and 
having to be taken care of. It was wicked to be 
glad he was ill. Kit thought, but it made her know 
what she had to do. He had to be taken care of and 
not disturbed, and she could ask him nothing. She 
must sit by his bed and do the things the doctor said 
must be done until the nurse came. That was 
infinitely better than anything else. So much was a 
clarity in her confusion. He was too feverish to 
know any change in her. But perhaps there was no 
change. She would not know until this was over. 

And her mother was always wonderful when any- 
one was ill. When they were children she minded 
no naughtiness if she thought they were a little ill. 
Now, in the same way, she seemed to have forgotten 
that an hour ago they were talking about something 
Bert had done. 

“ I’ll just go and get things organized,” she told 
Kit in a brisk whisper. I know what trained 
nurses can do to servants, if you don’t get them 
prepared ; it was so awful when your father came 
down here alone that summer with the intestinal flu 
and we were in Europe. I thought I’d never get 
things straight again. Even Smedley was upset.” 
She tip-toed to the door. Don’t worry ! ” she 
hissed across the room. Everything’s going to be 
all right.” She nodded brightly and shut the door 
with elaborate softness. 

Kit, left alone, leaned over Bert. He seemed 
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asleep, though, she was not sure of it except that he was 
beginning to breathe very heavily. His hair was 
over his flushed forehead and she pushed it back 
gently. 

“ Bert ? ” she said softly. But he did not seem to 
hear her. 

Then suddenly the telephone rang. She took the 
receiver off instantly lest he be disturbed. 

“ Yes ? ” she said. 

It was Roger Brame. “ Mrs. Holm ? In regard 
to the proposed expedition, I have one more point 
to offer- ” 

She interrupted him. 

“ It is no use, Mr. Brame. Bert is very ill — with 
pneumonia.” 

“ What ? ” she heard his surprise breathed into 
the telephone. “ Oh, I beg your pardon, Mrs. Holm, 
but this is such a surprise — a shock, I might say — 
I’m sorry, I’m sure ” 

“ We have only just found out. The doctor has 
been here. So there’ll be no plans — ” she said 
rapidly. 

Mr. Brame’s voice came over the wire, fall 'of 
relief. 

“ I don’t mean to wish any evil, I’m sure ” — he 
was almost laughing — “ but really, speaking purely 
from the point of view of publicity, it’s the most 
fortunate thing ! An Ulness is very appealing to the 
pubHc. Let us hope it is not serious. Now if you 
will keep me in constant touch, please, Mrs. Holm ; 
and when Mr. Holm is himself again, let me recom- 
mend that we take advantage immediately of public 
sympathy and organize the expedition — 

“ Ivit — Kit —’’ Bert was murmuring heavily. 

“ Excuse me, Mr. Brame,” she said swiftly, and 
hung up the receiver. 

“Oh damn, damn, damn the crowd!” she 
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thought. Poor Bert — Ms lips were dry with fever. 
She poured some water. “ Here, my poor boy/’ she 
said, and held the glass to his mouth. Whatever he 
was he was hers, and no one else had anything to do 
with him. He had no one but her in all this foolish 
world. She would try to be a better wife to him 
when she could think how to do it. She Imelt down 
beside the bed and put her arms about him. 

The door opened and she looked up to the stiff 
uniformed figure of a nurse, a stout woman of 
middle age, whose iron-grey eyes looked coldly upon 
her. 

“ I am the day nurse — Miss Prynne,’* she 
announced. ‘‘ Is this the patient ? ” 

‘‘ Yes, my husband,” Kit murmured and stood 
up, hesitating. 

Very well, Mrs. Holm,” Miss Prynne repHed. 

Now if you will just leave the patient to me, I 
have the doctor’s instructions.” 

She waited while Kit stood, undecided. ^ Is 
there something — anything — I can do for him ? ” 
she faltered. 

No, thanks,” Miss Prynne replied. ^ I much 
prefer being alone with my patients. I’m trained 
for pneumonia.” 

There was nothing left but to go. She tip-toed 
away. At the door she looked back. The nurse 
was already busy about Bert and did not know she 
was gone. Outside his door she stood a moment, 
remembering the morning, while repulsion and 
longing and loneliness confused her. And yet, 
simplest and most clearly, she was conscious of this — 
that Bert was somehow taken away from her again 
by strangers. It would be a long time before she 
could ask him anything, or indeed speak to him. 

Nor, it appeared as the day went on, was he to 
be returned to her. When night came Miss Prynne s 



place was taken by a blonde and pretty young 
woman whose warmth and instant devotion were 
scarcely to be better borne than Miss Prynne’s 
efficiency. When Kit went to Bert’s room before 
she went to bed, she found the night nurse here 
beside him, watching him. He was delirious now 
with fever. The doctor had gone before dinner and 
would be back again. The delirium, he had said, 
meant nothing in itself, for Bert was obviously one of 
those who went easily delirious. 

“ Believe me, Mrs. Holm,” Dr. Leavett said, his 
large protruding brown eyes solemn, “ I feel the 
responsibility. People would think I was a murderer 
if anything happened to Bert Holm. Both Prynne 
and Weathers are thoroughly competent.” 

This was Weathers, she supposed, this young 
woman whose gold hair stood out in feathery flufl 
around her nurse’s cap. She rose instantly. 

“ Mrs. Bert Holm ? ” she breathed. “ Oh ! ” 

Kit did not smile. “ How is he ? ” she asked. 

“ Oh, he has such a wonderful constitution,” the 
young nurse said gladly ; “ I’m sure he’s all right. 
He’s just got to be, hasn’t he ? He’s so important ! ” 

“ Yes,” Kit agreed. And after a moment, because 
it was intolerable to hear that thick scraping breath 
panting from Bert’s chest, she said, “ Isn’t there 
anything I can do ? ” 

“ Not a thing, dear,” Miss Weathers said promptly. 

That’s what I’m here for — to do everything. It 
takes a person trained for pneumonia. Don’t you 
worry, dear.” 

As surely as Miss Piynne had compelled her, she 
felt Miss Weathers’ bright smile forcing her out of 
the room because there was nothing she could do for 
Bert. 

She went to her room, undressed and put out the 
hght and soberly climbed into her bed and drew the 
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covers beneath her chin. Then she lay listening 
but she could not hear Bert’s breathing through the 
heavy oak door between their rooms. She^ sighed, 
and suddenly, because she was young and tired, she 
escaped herself and fell into dreamless sleep. 
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Chapter Four 

Even the Tallant house became now nothing but a 
background for Bert, and at his side the two nurses 
stood sentinels. Within a week they bitterly hated 
one another, each convinced that his shghtest set- 
back was because of some fault in the other’s care. 
To Mrs. Tallant Miss Prynne complained that if 
she could alone take care of Mr. Holm- 

“ Nonsense ! ” Mrs. Tallant exclaimed curtly. 
“ You couldn’t possibly do it. Besides, Weathers 
feels the same way about you.” She did not believe 
in any foolishness with trained nurses. They took 
the upper hand the moment you let them. Things 
were badly enough upset as it was. The house was 
jammed with flowers, with telegrams pouring in and 
letters. In all the confusion she had had no time 
to talk any more to Kdt. It was just as well, perhaps, 
that Bert had been taken so ill. It put off every- 
thing else, and if things could be put off long enough, 
usually nothing happened. 

Kit, leaving her mother at Bert’s door this 
morning, had gone downstairs to find Mr. Roger 
Brame announced and in the library. When she 
came in he rose, in his neutral greyness exactly the 
right shade of decent awareness of her situation. 
He kept in hourly touch with Bert Holm’s condition 
through the_ nurses in order that the newspapeis 
could be reliably informed of how he was, and he 
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asked no questions now, therefore. But he drew 
from the inner pocket of his grey suit a cheap 
crumpled envelope, addressed in a large pencil 
scrawl to Mrs. Bert Holm. 

This, I regret to say, was opened by mistake at 
the office,'’ he said apologetically. 

She took it and opening it saw at once that it was 
from Bert’s father. She had, she thought in sudden 
guilt, forgotten all about his parents. They had had 
to see from the papers 

They had seen. Reading the big ille^ble scrawl, 
she saw that they were piteously afraid of Bert’s 
dying and they were coming to him. 

‘‘I couldn’t help noticing what it was about,” 
Mr. Brame said. He coughed a little behind his 
very clean linen handkerchief. 

“ They’re coming,” she said. “ They’ll be here 
tomorrow.” 

‘‘ They mustn’t,” Mr. Brame said quickly. It 
must be prevented.” 

“ I scarcely see — she began. 

“ Oh, but believe me, it must,’^ he repeated 
firmly. It would be disastrous. It is all very 
well to have an agricultural ancestry, Mrs. Holm. 
In fact, it is quite the thing in our democracy. 
But it would never do to have them here in 
New York. They would be played up very 
disastrously ” 

‘‘ Nobody need know,” she said. ^ 

“ Just look out of the window, if you please, 
Mr. Brame said. 

She obeyed. There against the opposite house a 
young man lounged carelessly. He had a camera 
in his hand. 

“ He’s taken at least one snapshot of ever^ne 
who enters the house,” Mr. Brame declared. ‘ Why, 
he even took me ! ” 
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He took his handkerchief and wiped his foreheaeJ* 
“ I really cannot undertake the elder Mr. and MfS* 
Holm,” he declared. “ That type is very difficult 
impossible to fit into any dignified publicity except 
as background. But background is background ; 
must stay there,” he added. 

Yes, she saw that. They would never do here il^ 
this house. Her father might understand them, but 
her mother would not, and they would be acutely 
unhappy. And it might be many more days, the 
doctor said, before it could be known how Beft 
would be. 

“ But they have a right,” she murmured. 

“All private rights,” Mr.'Brame broke in with 
impatience, “ but none public.” 

Then when he saw her continuing look of doubt 
he began with double vigour. “ Believe me, Mrs. 
Holm, it is only what any public character must do, 
in all kindness, too. There is no one whose relatives 
are entirely desirable. It would be cruel to subject 
the elder Mr. and Mrs. Holm to the sort of merciless 
ridicule ” 

Behind his opaque grey eyes he was watching her. 
Ah, now he was getting at her ! He was learning 
how to appeal to her fear of hurting anyone. It 
was the key to her, he decided. Each one of his 
clients had a key — to Mr. Tallant it was business 
expediency — always honest and fair, of course. To 
Mrs. Tallant it was family pride. To Bert Holm — 
there was perhaps no key to his over-simplified 
nature. One could count on him no more than on a 
child._ But there was a good deal of fundamental 
stability in this young woman’s apparently soft and 
gentle nature and it had always to do with other 
people — not herself. 

“ You can see for yourself,” he went on. " They 
would not even know they were being made the butt 
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of cruel jokes. It could scarcely add to Bert Holm’s 
prestige to have his parents appear in such a light. 
In their proper place they have their dignity, but 
they must stay there.” 

‘‘ I see what you mean,” she said unwillingly. 
This monstrous public, whose vagaries governed 
their lives ! 

Is there no escape for us ? ” she asked Mr. 
Brame. 

“ Escape ? ” he repeated, puzzled. 

Can’t we get away from the public and go back 
to being people ? ” 

He shook his head. Impossible,” he answered. 

It has never been done. Sooner or later, of course, 
you will have some relief. That is, a new sensation 
will appear. I have been rather expecting it. 
There was a flurry, you know, last month over the 
young man who sailed around the world in a motor 
boat. But he didn’t catch on in the way Bert Holm 
did. No, it is doubtful if the public will ever 
completely forget Bert Holm. He came at exactly 
the right moment and he touched off something 
more than mere adventure. There was the fact of 
outwitting an Englishman ; that, of course, is 
always successful with the crowd — has been since 
1776. But there was considerably more than that. 
I don’t quite understand it myself, but of course 
reason has nothing to do with it.” 

He was rambling and he caught himself, checked 
by the look in her eyes of not listening to him. 

** I might go and see them myself,” she said, 
thinking aloud. I could do that. I’m not needed 
here,” she added. 

“ Excellent ! ” Mr. Brame said heartily. “ It 
would be a real solution. Only, I beg you, go 
quietly. And avoid the young man at the door by 
going at night, I advise.” 

177 



He rose and shook her hand limply and went 
away. 

In the car she curled herself into the back seat 
warmly under the rug. Her father and mother had 
bade her goodbye behind the closed front door, and 
she had run out alone and walked two blocks and 
met the waiting car and jumped in. “ All right, 
Curry,” she said to the chauffeur. It would be an 
all-night drive, but better than the train. Arriving 
at dawn she would avoid the village entirely and 
drive by country roads straight to the farmhouse. 
She had sent no telegram, knowing the operator at 
Misty Falls would spread the news of her coming. 
The litde village would be eager for any news of 
Bert. 

She slept in bits, curled upon the seat. Bert was 
the same — not better, but no nearer the crisis. She 
would only be away a day and the two nights and 
he would not know that she was gone. He lay m 
stertorous stupor under the hovering care of the 
nurses and the doctor. Strangely enough she was 
sleeping better here in the car than she had at bmnp 
in her bed, where the dreadful sense of uselessness 
had kept her restless. The moment she knew she 
ought to come she felt eased merely by something 
to do. 

Two hours before dawn she was wide awake. 
She did not move but lay thinking of what she had 
resolutely not thought of all these days since Bert 
was ill. It had become almost unfair to think while 
he was so helpless, to allow blame to grow in her 
mind when he could not speak in his own defence. 
But just- now she had thought of something. If she 
were going to be there all day at the farm, why 
not — find out for herself? Why ask Bert for that 
which he had not himself wanted to tell her? 
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There might be no truth in the story. She could 
ask his parents, casually, There is an odd story — 
something about Bert’s having been married and 
divorced.” No, she would say it more straightly, 
^^Was Bert married and divorced before he knew 
me ? ” Her heart was thumping foolishly. What 
did it matter whether she knew or not ? Why did 
she care ? It was over long ago. 

Gail had once said laughingly that she wished 
Harvey had been married a couple of times before, 
so that he would not expect so much of her. “ Two 
or three marriages,” Gail had said, her eyes dancing 
at Harvey, one before he was twenty to disillusion 
him, and a few more to make him realize that 
women are fools, and all my life would be different. 
He would expect me to be a fool too. It’s best to be 
a fool ! Why don’t all intelligent women see it ? 
It saves so much explaining ! ” 

But Gail’s gaiety was because her marriage to 
Harvey was, in its own queer way, a successful one. 
If she had not admired Harvey, would she have 
loved him ? There was nothing maternal in Gail. 
Her own children she held away from her, surveying 
them as shrewdly as though they did not belong to 
her. And if Harvey had been dependent and 
clinging instead of being her master, she would have 
been ruthless and intolerable. It was lucky for the 
family that Harvey had her well in hand. She loved 
to say she managed him, but everyone knew that 
Gail’s management of Harvey was only in accom- 
modating herself to him. What a maze marriage 
was ! The old dream she once had of straight- 
forward love was only a dream. But she could not 
give it up. 

For she did care about the thing Bert had done. 
Yet not so much about the thing itself — only, why 
had he lied about it and kept up the lie to her ? 



That was the core of her pain. He had been 
secretive to her when she would have said his one 
strength was his childlike frankness. That frank 
smile of his, the clear blue of his eyes, and aO his 
seeming simplicity — did these mean nothing ? For, 
she kept telling herself again and again, he might so 
easily have said, “ Kit, I’m in a silly mess — ” and so 
have told her. But he never told anything, he 
never said anything; he was silent — silent - 
silent! What could she do with silence? How 
could she break it down and find out whether there 
was anything beneath or not ? Here was the crux 
of it. Was there anything ? Somewhere out of the 
floating foolish echoes of all that women had said 
to her about Bert Holm, women who passed in an 
endless procession of yearning white faces and long- 
ing eyes, there was the echo of a girl’s voice crying to 
another girl, careless of her hearing, “ He’s so strong 
and silent, ain’t he ! I love big strong silent men ! ” 

But what if silence were not even duplicity, but 
merely stupidity? What if behind silence there 
was — nothing ? That was the question upon which 
her marriage hung. She must find the answer and 
face it. A little glimpse of the hardness of Robert 
Tallant’s jaw line crept into her soft oval face. She 
must discover the man she had married. She sat 
up suddenly and straightened her clothing and, 
pushing back her hair, put on her hat and examined 
her face in the mirror. She was pale but it did not 
matter. 

The dawn was near. A moonstone glow was 
creeping over the sky and soon on the horizon light 
began to ray out of the cast. She felt invigorated 
and clarified with sudden decision. She would find 
out the truth of Bert for herself and then make up 
her mind. The hours of solitude had been good for 
her. She had been freed firom the crowd that 
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dominated her life. Foolish to endure that domina- 
tion ! Her mother, Roger Brame, the nurses, she 
let them depress her. They were all wrong. 

Fundamentally she belonged to herself. She 
didn’t have to stay married to Bert if she didn’t want 
to, that is, if the answer to her question was nothing. 
Life was too valuable and everything was only a 
step to something else. Perhaps this marriage, too, 
was only that, if she could see it in its perspective. 
But then she always lost her perspective too easily. 
Eternity was always comprehended for her in each 
moment. When she was a child at Glen Barry, in 
the midst of a gloriously happy day it had been 
impossible to think that a time might come when she 
would grow up and go away. And at college, once 
she had grown used to it, the thought of leaving it 
had been dread. And then loving Norman had 
seemed essential to eternity. When that was gone, 
eternity had changed again to endless despair. Yet 
each one of those eternities had not been eternal. 
They had gone, leaving her still intact. For the 
first time in her life she perceived her own intact- 
ness. 

Turn right. Gurry,” she directed the old 
chauffeur. 

“ Yes, miss,” he replied. He had not spoken a 
word all night. She thought with a glimmer of 
stray humour that silence was a comfort at least in a 
chauffeur. 

All this time she had been staring at the sky and 
at this moment the sun darted up just as it used to 
do. Often as a child she had seen the sun come up 
and it had always seemed to leap upon the horizon 
when it appeared, and so it did now. Instantly the 
landscape was filled with a pale and liquid sunlight. 
There had been a heavy frost and it shone a sharp 
silver upon every edge. 
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Well soon be there/’ she told Curry. 

‘‘ Yes, miss/’ he answered. 

You’d better go to the village for breakfast after 
you drop me/’ she went on. 

Yes, miss.” 

There, she could see the house now. It looked 
pleasant enough, standing whitely among the bare 
maples, but the thought of its interior filled her with 
revolt. 

But come back immediately after your break- 
fast,” she said. I might want to go away.” 

He nodded. Yes, she must at least have the 
means of getting away whenever she wanted to go. 

Without Bert the place was completely strange to 
her. She walked across the frosty grass and knocked 
at the door. She did not feel free even to open the 
door without knocking when she stood outside alone. 
It was Bert’s home, now less than ever hers. 

The door opened and Mrs. Holm stood there in 
a grey wool dress and a black and white checked 
apron. 

“ Well, of all — ” she began, and then threw 
her arms around Kit. ‘‘ Come in,” she cried. “ If 
I ain’t glad — how is he ? We’re just fixin’ to go 
today.” 

I know — that’s why I came.” 

It had not occurred to her until this moment how 
it would be to have to tell them not to come. She 
hurried on, He isn’t allowed to see — anybody. 
The nurses scarcely let me ” 

Mrs. Holm pulled her inside and shut the door. 
The house was full of the smell of warm soapsuds. 

“ I was just gettin’ the wash out before I went 
so it could freeze dry while we’re gone a couple of 
days,” Mrs. Holm explained. ‘‘Come in the 
kitchen. We’re havin’ breakfast. Now tell me 
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everything. Land, who’s that man standin’ out 
there?” 

‘‘ That’s only Curry, our driver,” Kdt said hastily. 

Will he want breakfast too ? ” Mrs. Holm 

Oh no — he’ll go to the village,” Kit replied. 

Don’t bother about him.” 

It wouldn’t be bother just to put on a couple of 
extra eggs,” Mrs. Holm declared. 

They went on into the kitchen, where at the 
oilcloth-covered table by the stove Mr. Holm sat 
eating. 

‘‘ Look who’s here,” Mrs. Holm cried. 

He looked up at Kit with his vague blue eyes. 
“ Hello,” he said. 

Hello,” she replied. 

Sit down and eat,^’ he bade her. 

“ Thank you,” she said, and took off her gloves 
and hat and coat and sat down. 

‘‘ Now tell me,” Mrs. Holm said. 

In a zinc tub the washed clothes were heaped 
ready to hang outdoors. The kitchen was heavy 
with the smell of clothes and food. 

“ m tell you about Bert and then go on and tidy 
myself,” she replied. Perhaps if she felt fresh and 
clean herself she could endure this air. 

So she told them about Bert’s illness, and then 
she said, hesitating, ‘‘ I hardly know how to say it, 
but they — seem to think — Bert had better not 
have any visitors at all. They scarcely let me come 
into his room.” 

They looked at her unwinkingly. 

“ We couldn’t hardly hurt him,” Mr. Holm said. 
The muscles in his lank cheeks stood out as he chewed 
apiece of bread. 

She could feel them blaming her for what they 
could not understand. “ I know how you feel,” she 
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said. “ I feel it too. Sometimes it seems as though 
Bert were someone else — someone who doesn’t 
belong to us at all. He seems to belong to everybody 
else.” 

“We wouldn’t stay,” Mr. Holm said. “I 
couldn’t. I’ve got the cows on my mind. I can’t 
get but a couple of days’ help and I’d have to get 
back.” 

“ It’s the photographers — the public,” she mur- 
mured. “ Ever since he’s been ill, it’s been worse 
than ever.” 

“ I wouldn’t mind them,” Mrs. Holm said 
brightly. “ I guess I’m used to ” 

“ The nurses wouldn’t let you stay with him 

she began. 

“ I guess I’d take care of my own child ! ” Mrs. 
Holm cried. 

“ You couldn’t,” she said plainly. Better to 
make them understand. “ He has- to have trained 
care. He can’t be allowed to run any risk. The 
doctor wouldn’t allow it. It’s aU pubhc news : the 
trained nurses, how he is every morning and night, 
all that’s being done ” 

“ My own mother died of pneumonia,” Mrs. Holm 
said -with spirit. “ There’s nothing I don’t know 
about it, for I took care of her until the very end. 
Flannel on the chest and a red-pepper poultice — 
have they got the windows sealed ? ” 

“ They sent me to ask you not to come,” she said 
distinctly. 

“ Well, I never ! ” Mrs. Holm whispered. 

“ Everything is being done,” Kit pleaded. 

“ I guess they don’t want us around,” Mr. Holm 
said suddenly. 

She did not deny it. They sat in silence a 
moment. Then Mr. Holm said, “ I guess I won’t 
need Tad to see to the cows.” 
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You ain’t goin’ ? ” Mrs. Holm demanded. 

He shook his head. “ Not where I ain’t wanted, 
he said simply. 

Kit wished she had not obeyed Mr. Brame. 'Hiey 
should have been allowed to come if they liked. 
What did it matter if what they wanted most was 
to be with Bert ? She flung Mr. Brame away. 

“ They’re all wrong,” she said. You must 
come. We’ll all go back together in the car. Bert 
won’t know you — you won’t mind that, will you? 
And the nurses — they’re difficult — they won t let 
you stay. But you have the right to come to him.” 

Mr. Holm shook his head again. He got to his 
feet a little stiffly. 

“ No, I ain’t goin’,” he decided. “ I see what 
you mean. It ain’t — he don’t hardly belong to us 
now. It’s like you said.” 

I’m goin’,” Mrs. Holm declared. 

“ Mo, you ain’t,” Mr. Holm told her. “ Like he 
is now we won’t do him any good. Leave him 
alone.” 

J ^ 

“ Leave him alone ! ” Mr. Holm roared out at 
her suddenly. He snatched an old cap from a nail 
on the wall and went out. Mrs. Holm sat down. 

“ I’m sorry,” Kit said. 

“ Sometimes I wish he’d never climbed up that 
mountain,” Mrs. Holm said heavily. He’s always 
scared me so — climbin’ things. He’d get a notion 
to climb the Falls or somethin’ — go and do it and 
never tell me till he done it. I didn’t want hi^ 
go off to that heathen country anyway minister 
of God at home is what I always wanted him to he. 
I always prayed he’d be a preacher, and we could 
go and live with him. Then I had to give 

He went and ” She stopped herself. Ill go 

and get the wash out,” she said dully. 
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What dici he do ? " Kit udied sharply. What 
did he do l)cii)rc ln^ seenl aavay ? ’’ 
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Bert's wife and I.ih Hum., liow had he tiared to 
put her in sto'h a plate ‘ Fruple fool lyuir humr, 
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.senstdesH sei I'n \\ ami ii v^a. iniMlrr.dile lo hn*. l\ 
eailie to Iier ;>y<lde!d\ ih n if had brrai wniliieifiji of 
Nonnaii to tdl her Irdtihi ihat hr ijid unf hive hrr. 
It %vas kind ol'lnin, hiaM* ot lufu to /An Shr 

could trust a man like riiaf, whrfliri he loieil her 
or not 

She went tniek dowirgair,, lirj h.ui tinedird ami 
her body baihed. 1 hr lot. hru h,i% riupt*, . Shrsat 
down and air her egg and ‘.oinr In rad and Inilicr 
and milk, dliiongh ihr windeav %hr toiilil sec Mu, 
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the wind as she pinned 
IS already back, 
d called, “ Fm going 

carried her voice and Mrs. Holm 
juraed and nodded, and Kit, her heart beating 
i-ird went out to the car. 

'"‘’“Take me to the drugstore,” she told Curry. 

Where I’ve just et, miss ? ” Curry inquired. 

“ Yes, there’s only one,” she answered. 

The car gathered speed silently over the hilly 
road and she fought against a faint sickness crawling 
in her flesh. It was disgusting to think of this other 
woman who had been Bert’s wife. The whole 
fastidiousness of her own life and upbringing rose 
UP to draw clean of it. But she would have to 
deanse herself, for Bert would never tell her even 
if he were well again. If he could be silent on their 
marriage day, silent when he brought her back to 
his home, silent when he went to Glen Barry, then 
he would never tell her. And she would not stoop 
to drag it from him, question by question. 

When the car stopped at the drugstore she went 
in quickly lest she fail in courage after all. The 
store was quite empty except for the girl behind the 
counter, who had her back turned as she washed 
dishes busily in the sink. She was singing in a loud 
cheerful voice, but at the sound of the door she 
looked up and burst into talk. 

“ Well, hello — I didn’t hear a soul ! But I don’t 
hardly expect anybody now for an hour or so, unless 
it’s on the drug side. Say, I knew you was here. 
Your shofer come in here for coffee and doughnuts. 
‘ Who’re you ? ’ I says. I didn’t know his rig, see ? 
So he told me. Now, what’ll it be ? ” She mopped 
the counter as she talked, her light grey eyes never 
quite meeting Kit’s gaze. 
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“ Please, just to talk a little while,” Kit said. 

“ Sure thing,” the girl agreed smoothly. If she 
were surprised, her powdered pink face showed none 
of it.' She wiped her hands and came from behind 
the counter. “ Want we should go in a booth ? ” 
she asked. 

“ Yes, perhaps that’s best,” Edt agreed. 

They sat down and Kit gazed into this full, 
coarsely pretty face. The girl had been chewing 
gum but now she held her jaws still. 

“ You’ll think me strange,” Kit stammered. “ I 
hardly know how to begin. But we — I — have 
heard something about you — and Bert.” She 
wanted to say “ my husband,” but the words would 
not be spoken. 

“ Bert tell you ? ” the girl demanded. There was 
a mirror set in the back of the booth behind Kit’s 
head, and the girl gazed at herself there as she talked. 

Kit shook her head. 

“ I just bet he wouldn’t ! ” the girl exclaimed. 
“ I said to Rexie that you wouldn’t of come here to 
the store that day and act hke nothing had happened.” 
She paused and patted her hair again and laughed, 
admiring herself in the mirror. “ Ain’t it just like 
Bert ! ” she cried. “ Not to say nothin’ ! ” 

“ Will you tell me — just what happened ? ” 

“ Sure,” the girl replied. “ Call me Lily, will 
you. Kit ? Everybody does. There ain’t any reason 
why you and me should hate each other at that. 
You maybe see something in Bert I didn’t see. 
Hell, that’s no harm ; I told ’em right off when any- 
body asts me how I feel about Bert Holm’s marryin’ 
again. 

‘“It’s nothin’ to me,’ I says. I went out to 
Reno, and got myself as good a divorce as any 
Mrs. Van-what’s-her-narae’s. Had one swell time 
out of it too, and I might have fell for a cowboy if 
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I’d wanted to, only I didn’t because I fell once for 
a rood-lookin’ feller, and it didn’t do me no good. 
Next time I’m goin’ to fall for a real man and a 
rood provider. I ain’t lettin’ my soft side get in 
L dirty work on me, I says, not again ! ” 

“ Were you and Bert married a long time ? ” 
Kit asked in a low voice. 

“ It seemed long ! ” Lily laughed loudly at her 
own reflection in the mirror. “ Actually I guess it 
wasn’t hardly a year. We didn’t hit it off. It 
happened kind of too quick. You know how them 
things happen, donchah ? You’re kind of — well, 
you know what I mean — kinda ready to fall, and 
Ws awfiil good-lookin’, and when he wants to, 
he knows how to get a girl all right.” She looked 
away from Kit. “ But I won’t have no funny 
business. I’m wise to men. I says no, not unless 
you mean marriage. So, he says — we was at the 
Sunday school picnic — Say, ain’t that a joke ? — 
‘Hell,’ he says, ‘ I mean whatever you mean.’ So I 
says, ‘ AU right, lead me to the preacher.’ I didn’t 
think he would. But you know how he is — just like 
a kid takin’ a dare — so he says all right, and we 
jumped in his car and first thing I knew, I was 
standin’ before a minister sayin’ ‘ I do.’ ” She 
laughed aloud. “ Yeah, I believe in keepin’ your 
virtue,” she exclaimed. “ It’s all a girl’s got — 
that’s what I say. I don’t care if the fellers do say 
I’m old-fashioned. I gotta take care of myself, see ? ” 

The girl was clearly not going to tell the whole 
story of herself and Bert. She looked solemnly for 
a moment into the mirror. 

“And then?” Kit asked. 

“Oh, there wasn’t much to it,” Lily replied 
carelessly. She twisted a stiff blonde curl around her 
finger and arranged it against the others. “ I gave 
up my job here and moved out to that farm of his. 
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Say, how do you stand it llicro ? f I'mi'dit with' 
ole woman die lirst day. ,\iid P.iti .sturk by k 
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“ Lily ! “ he sam'.' 

“ Lxeuse me,” l.ilv wht'.prrrd. ” h’.s iny be 
friciid come in li>f l>is iirrr ! ” .Shr losr. i'hen si 
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you worry, Kit,” she whi .prtrd. ” It's all over wit 
me. I ain't goin’ to bother von. I .un't L.y..” 
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“ Well, what'.s this the ■ .it drug iu s,, early?' 
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“ Two beers, he replied briskly, " one for ra 
and one liir you,’’ 
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I kin buy my own/’ she retorted. I don’t 
need no dirty overalls buyin’ me beer ! ” 

Aw, Lily ! ” He leaned across the counter and 
snatched at her and was stopped by Lily’s nod 
toward Kit. 

Ain’t you ashamed before a lady ? ” she said 
gaily. Rexall turned. 

‘‘ Hlo,” he said. Say, how’s Bert ? ” 

“ Very ill,” she replied. 

“ Say, that’s too bad. Give him my best, will 
ya?” 

“ Yes,” she replied. She rose, wanting to be out 
of this, and nodding goodbye went away. Curry 
held the door open, correct and severe. She was 
passionately glad to get into the car and have him 
tuck the robe about her — glad to roll noiselessly 
down the street and out of Misty Falls. 

“ Take me home,” she directed. 

“ Not back to — ” he began. 

“ No, home ! ” she repeated distinctly. 

“ Yes, miss,” he replied. 

Hour upon hour passed and she sat rigid and 
intense, thinking about the poor sordid foolish little 
story that Bert had kept his secret. “ He’s the kind 
that’ll be a kid until he dies,” the woman had said, 
that woman who did not want him any more. 

It was late dusk, and out of the wintry darkness 
she came into the warm, lighted hall. She had 
never been so acutely conscious of the value of 
beauty and luxury and ordered formal living as she 
was when Smedley opened the door of the house 

The drawing-room doors were thrown back and 
across the deeply carpeted floors she saw the fire 
burning and the lamps lighted and the glow o 

flowers. , - j 

Is there any change in Mr. Holm ? ” she asked. 
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“ I believe he is exactly the same, miss,” Smedlev 
said mournfully. “ Dinner will be served in about 
half an hour, miss.” 

Her impulse was to say she would not be down 
And then she decided she wanted to bathe in scented 
water and brush her hair until it shone and wear her 
dark blue velvet dinner gown. She felt fastidious to 
the last drop of her blood. 

There were letters on the table and she went to 
them. They had been sorted, a great pile of fifty 
or so for Bert, and two for her. She picked them up 
and glanced at them carelessly and then felt the 
blood stop in her veins. There was a letter from 
Norman Linlay ; she knew his widting instantly. 
Why need it still stop her blood to see his close fine 
writing of her name ? No, not her name — this was 
the first time he had written Mrs. Bert Holm. It 
made her another woman. 

She went upstairs, the letter clutched in her hand 
and could not imagine why Norman should write’ 
though probably it was nothing — tickets for a play’ 
perhaps. She did not even know whether he had a 
new play or not. She went into her room and shut 
the door and stood with her back against it and tore 
open the envelope and saw upon his usual sheet of 
plain white paper a few lines of writing. 

“ ]^t ” — her name was there just as it used to 
be, direct and without address or delay of indenta- 
tion — "I have been hellishly busy on a play or 
I’d have written before to say I’m sorry your young 
man is ill. And my play is the best I’ve ever done. 
You must see it and mind you tell me so — none of 
your free speech, if you please. I want to hear it’s 
the most wonderful play of our generation — nothing 
Iks. Matter of fact, it is. It’s not farm stufifthis 
time. I’ve finished with that and maybe you are 
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right about it. Remember the fight we had ? Here’s 
hoping the young man is soon well. — As ever, 

XOEMAN.” 

She folded the letter again and stood trembling. 
All the careful detachment of these months was 
swept away. She wanted to hear his voice. She had 
somehow to know simply that he was. It was not 
a matter of love ; no, it was simply a necessity to 
know he was himself as he always had been. If she 
could look at him and hear him speak of anything 
at all, it would restore some balance in herself. 

She went swiftly to the telephone and dialed the 
old number. She had not even thought of it, day 
upon day, but it was there in her memory habitual 
as ever. Someone answered, but it was only a 
servant. 

“ Is Mr. Norman Linlay at home ? ” she inquired. 

“ I think so, madame — just a minute — ” the voice 
came back. 

It was impossible that he could be there so 
casually as this and so completely within her grasp. 
She had forced herself so long to think of him as 
gone, as dead, as infinitely away from her, and all 
the time he had been as close as this. Why had it 
ever seemed important to her that he did not love 
her ? The important thing was simply that he was 
alive. 

Then his voice came, exactly his voice. “ Hello ? ” 

“ This is Edt,” she answered, trying not to weep. 
There was nothing to weep about if he were 
alive, and yet she felt all unstrung and loose in her 

bones. She sat down, straining to hear his voice 
again. 

“Well, Kit!” 

“ I have your letter.” 

“ That’s good. How is he ? ” 
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“ About the same.” 

“Tough luck, but he’ll pull through — has to 
with everybody pulling for him. It makes a com- 
pelling atmosphere.” 

“Yes.” She hadn’t anything to say to him- 
the necessity was only to hear his voice. ’ 

“ I suppose you’re very busy, Kit ? ” 

If he asked her, she would 

“ No, the trained nxnrses don’t let me near him, 
It’s frightfully tedious waiting about — nothing to 
do, really.” 

“ Dinner tomorrow ? I don’t lunch, you know.” 

“ I know. Yes, Norman, I’d like it.” 

“ Same place ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Goodbye, Eiit.” 

“ Goodbye,” she breathed. She heard the tele- 
phone click. He was gone, but he had given her 
tomorrow. 

In a luxury of sudden ease she began to undress. 
In the same ease she poured the bath salts lavishly 
into the hot bath and bathed slowly and dressed 
herself to the last fastidious detail. Then slowly she 
went down the great staircase to the drawing-room. 
Her parents were there sipping their sherry, and 
Smedley, hearing her steps, came in with the 
tray. 

' “ Well, dear ! ” her mother said. “ You look 
very pretty, I think. Kiss me.” 

“ With pleasure,” she said gaily. 

“ Trip did you good,” her father said. “You 
might kiss me, too, by the way.” 

She kissed them both. 

“ Did you accomplish — everything ? ” 

“ Yes, thanks,” she said, “ everything.” 

She sat down by the fire, drank her sherry 
slowly, and ate a canapd. It was all delicious — her 
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fragrant, clean body, the fire and the wine — and 
tomorrow ! 

She looked at her parents and smiled. They 
\vere admirable, the two of them, her mother in 
a silvery lace and her father’s white hair brushed 
smoothly back from his face now warmly pink with 
fcelight and the comfort of his sherry. 

“ I am sure everything is going to be all right,” 
her mother said. 

“ Everything is all right,” she replied. 

They rose and went out together, she between 
them, a hand clasping each of theirs. She felt her 
mother’s soft ringed fingers holding hers lightly and 
the grasp of her father’s thin strong hand. And 
there before them was the dining room, the table 
sVitning under soft lights. None of these things, she 
thought passionately, would she ever take for granted 
^ain, though she had always had them . . . Had 
what ? She thought, looking about her, that it was 
not luxury that was necessary to her, nor ease. The 
necessity was for something far more fundamental. 
Feeling and intelligence, these were the essentials. 
What the necessity might produce, let it produce. But 
it was at least her right to know she could turn and 
at her side find a mind that could grasp her mind, 
a glance that understood her glance, speech which 
spoke because first there had been the ear to hear. 

She sat qinetly through the evening. Her mother 
knitted something for one of Gail’s children and 
talked, and she and her father listened. Smedley 
brought whisky and soda and left it there, and they 
heard him locking the great front door and going 
away for the night. At last Mrs. Tallant rolled up 
her knitting. 

“ I’m going up to bed, my dears,” she announced. 
“ Eat, I suppose you’ll go in to see Bert again before 
you sleep ? ” 



“ Yes, Mother,” she said. She did not say she 
had not yet seen him. She felt with her incorruptible 
instinct for honesty that perhaps she should — and 
still did not. She went upstairs to her own room 
and tried to read and an hour later went to Bert’s 
room and opened the door. Miss Weathers rose, her 
finger on her lips. ’ 

“ He’s just dropped asleep,” she said voicelessly 
Kit nodded and went to the bed. He looked 
very ill indeed. There was little there to remind her 
of Bert, and yet she felt nothing. 

“ Better ? ” she asked the nurse in a whisper. 
The nurse shook her head gravely. “ The same ” 
she mouthed back. ’ 

She went away as she came. No use thinkin? 
ahead — at least not ahead of tomorrow. There 
was no harm in thinking of tomorrow, for it was not 
as though Norman loved her any more. If he had 
of course she would not go. But if he had, none of 
this could have happened ; she would not have been 
Kit Holm, but someone else. It was quite safe to 
think of tomorrow. 

The old habits were there as though they had never 
been broken. She might have been coming here 
every day as once she had, instead of not at al 
since that last day. She had forgotten nothing. 
Beneath the surface of other time and other activity 
her true habits held. Thus her feet had not forgotten 
the shallow step of the door into the small restaurant, 
nor her hand how the door swung ; and when she 
went in her eyes turned straight to the table in the 
far corner under the doubtful mural of Paul Revere 
dashing through a cold countryside. They had 
laughed a good deal of warm desultory laughter over 
Paul Revere who Norman always said looked like 
a red fighting cock. 
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She had waited there often enough alone for 
.Aon who was late or who never came at aU if 
^rehearsal went on. They had agreed that such a 
Siine might happen to him, but knowing it might 
Td never made it easier when it did. _ 

But today he was there. She saw him instantly. 
The habit of her heart held, too. It leaped in the 
old accustomed way. She held it firm - no letting 
I shine now out of her eyes or sing in her voice ! 
Habit was only blind accustomed instinct of the 
body she reminded herself and nothing in her was 
really the same. She wound her way among the 
doselv placed tables to their own table and he looked 
up and rose to his feet and they clasped hands 

“ I^don’t remember such a lot of tables as thu,” 
she said. He looked as he always had — nothing 
changed. His same forthright face and his dark 
straightly gazing eyes were before her. 

‘‘ Pete is much more prosperous than he was, 
he answered. They sat down and he took the menu. 

“ Same as usual ? ” he inquired, hfting dark 


brows. 

She nodded. “Exactly.” _ „ r i 

But there was a new waiter — a small lively 
I talian instead of English Tom, the old ex-butler 
who used to wait upon them and urge them to try 
the mutton today. 

“ Where’s Tom ? ” Norman demanded. 

The Itahan shrugged himself tragically. “ Dead,’ 
he said. “ Two months ago ~ h.e fall dead Iika 
house fall down, here in da shop.” 

“ Oh, poor Tom ! ” she murmured. He never 
knew what had happened to them, perhaps, the 
young couple who had come here every day to eat 
so voraciously and quarrel so prodigiously. 

“Your order?” the new waiter asked, tie 
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scribbled down as fiisi ;is Noniiaa aniUl speaj 
‘Micelsteak for two, a .saliid, aiul eio’csc, and bla< 
cofrecd^ 

“And mala' tlu' beefhtc'ak lilorHl)- rari'A Norma 
comniaiuled him. 

They liatl caiteai that nir.d iiivariahlv. 
never (expeahnent with tlunndn with arivthk 
else. The waioa’ lu.uTiad a.\va\a Slu' saw Norma 
frownini!^ alba* him. 

“Wait/’ lu' ordt‘rrd Iot whmi slu- a,-, a.lxuitj 
speak, '' ] c*aah thitik wh.u lia hM.>ks lila that bn 
nose and the round littir jnwh .md his hul'hmr 
and his sharp <‘lhu\vs ir,, a ip-a-,d>Mp|H'r\ in 
white apron. Did you r\wr IomIv a ip a .sin j 
the face, Kit ? '' 

“ No.A j>he said and laiipinn! bccausr he had nc 
chancfcd. 'r'nnu lie u*;ed in say, lookni like 
superannuatrd (ircat D.iar. 

“ Do it next .summrrd* hr told hrr. ** Vou’H .sc 
a desictaitcd wisdiuu thrro wotaicifullv sdl 
satisfieci. Aerai>, now, vrarns. 1 h'‘s alw.c,., wantin' 
something hr\ond hinradh He sUiigoJf's ayainsl lii 
shell, hehs restless and lua'ums ami ;euuhu»’ awtr 
from hiiusrir, ikn a y;rasshMpper is a uniteiitci 
being/’ 

** Whafs your plav she a4rd. “You'll gt 
cm and on with gra-vimppeu s if I Iri \ou/' 

Hehiokm! at hrr, iminediatrK sm aiif and wilhou 
interest. Oh, ^ it's a pdayA hr said reliuiamly 

NoIkkIv likes it nuieh estrpf mr, so ! kiniw ih 
a go(Kl {)lay ; you wouldn't like in'* 

“ Ilijwdoyim kni*w- ? “ stir rrU'Ufed, 

Not a rhaui’r ot your liking if, Kit,“ hr declared 
It’s all al>imt a roughshiHi < hap who imcsawayont 
thing after another," 

“ What for “ she iiitpureiL 
“Just to be free,*’ he rrplin!, 
lijS 



They had used to quarrel endlessly about freedom. 
She had said, “ Freedom isn’t an end in itself. There 
■■■ no use in chopping down a tradition like a tree, 
Lt to chop it down.” And he had said, “ Yes, 
is __ because until it’s down you can’t see for 

the shadow it throws.” 

“ But what does he do ? ” she persisted. 

“ Nothing,” he said, shrugging. 

“ It doesn’t sound like a play,” she said. 

“ It is, though,” he declared, “ a damn good 

plav.” 

‘‘ But what’s the end ? ” 

“ He gets free ! ” 

“ Norman, that’s no end — if nothing happens ! ” 

“ Silly ! It’s the only happy ending in the 
world ! ” 

But this was happy enough for her, she thought, 
looking at him, watching the old flashing changes of 
his face. His mouth was still beautiful, still too 
beautiful. And why more beautiful than Bert’s 
always handsomely curved lips ? This mouth was 
never quiet. There was no telling what its shape 
was. It changed with every change of his face, a 
hard mouth, a cruel mouth, a warm mouth. But 
she had a few times seen it grown miraculously 
tender, and because of that she kept watching it. 

The little grasshopper waiter brought the beef- 
steak hissing on a metal plate and heaped with 
mushrooms and red peppers and cut it with quick 
strokes and placed portions before them. 

“ Look at his hands,” Norman breathed. 

She looked and saw little hairy tentacles of hands. 
When he was finished he stood rubbing them 
together and they grated dryly one against the 
other. Norman lifted an eyebrow. 

“ What did I tell you ? ” he demanded. 

And when the fellow was gone he went on, as 
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though it had coino into lii;; licad as the next 
thing, not thought of Ixdiu’o. ^ “ Aiui Ih-rt Holm is a 
white cockatoo, isn’t he;’ I’ve .sec-n them in zoos, 
wonderfully handsome, 'l liey chm’t need to be 
alive, they’re so handsonie. Stnlf them and they 
do as well.” 

She laughed. “He is one of your favourite 
charactm! His lather is a farmer; you shoukl see 
his hands — they make me think of roots of trees 
turned up out of the soil. Ills mothrr is like the 
mother in your first play. 1 s.ud then- weren’t such 
people; do you rememlK-r ■’ Hut then- arc. You 
could put them all in one of your plays father, 
mother, and son. You were jiartly right, hut so was 
I, too.” 

He did not an.swer this. Instead he asked, 
“ 'What do you do with all that lirauty, Kit ? Is he 
really like his pictures ^ ’’ 

“ He is,” she answered. 

“ So what 1* ” he iiKpilrril calmly. 

He was eating with zest as he talked. He was 
always so, eating hugely of what hr eimse, and 
capable of touching tiuthing of a thing he had not 
chosen fiir himself. 

“ So everything,” slu- replied, on guard. 

" Like living with a famous portrait,” he went 
on. 

“A favmnitr jiortrait,” she ainetuied, “ one yon 
wanted, chose, and will alwa>;. keep." 

“ For decoration ? ” he iiajnirrd inn4itTntly. 

“ Don’t ! " she said, hre.iking in upon him. “I 
won’t go on with this. He';) lying tirsperately ill. 
I shouklii’t be here at all.” 

“AH right,” hr said. “ If ytni want it straight, 
here goes. I knew the moment i hean! your voice 
that you were unhappy.” 

“ I’m not unhappy.” 





“ Yes, you are, or you wouldn’t have called me. 
\ happy woman wouldn’t call me up on the tele- 

phone/’ 

« Perhaps I didn’t want to write you.” 

If you’d been happy you wouldn’t have cared 
whether you wrote or not. It would have meant 
nothing.” 

‘‘ I might be happy, and still not have forgotten — 

everything.” 

“ Not you. Kit. That’s Gail, maybe, tasting the 
leftovers of an old love out of cold curiosity. Not 
you, though.” 

“You mustn’t — humiliate me again,” she 
whispered. She pushed aside her plate. 

He shook his head. I never humiliated you. I 
honoured you. I might have married you out of 
pity, thinking I could neglect you afterwards. But 
I knew I couldn’t neglect you. Any stupid woman 
can be neglected — God, that’s most of them ! ” 

He frowned, and lit a cigarette restlessly. Kit, 
Fm not going to stir into your affairs. Why did I 
want you to come here ? I don’t know, and that’s 
truth. I wanted to, that’s all. And you wanted to 
come, or you wouldn’t have. All I say is, don’t 
think you have to stick anything on earth. You 
don’t, for nobody does. I didn’t, did I ? And don’t 
wait until you see the next step over the precipice. 
Go on and cut the rope and get free.” 

He leaned over to her suddenly and put out his 


hand across the table to her. 

“ A white cockatoo ! ” he said. I’ve looked at 
hundreds of pictures of him ! Kit ! There’s been 
a woman beside him over and over — somebody with 
a faint resemblance to you — not you, though ! ” 
She did not answer or put out her hand. 

“What made you do it? ” he asked so simply 
that she was overwhelmed with sudden rage. 
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‘‘ You havcrit the rit^ht to ask me tliat “—you of 
all people ! ’’ she crihxl 

‘‘ Why of all p<'ople ? Ik- (hanaiKhal. 

Why ? hec’ause - ynti dalirt l(»\a- nua’’ ^lie 

words tore (henisclv<‘s out ol lu-r and hnniediately 
she wished them hack. 

‘‘ What has that to do witli it ? lie askecL 
^‘Instead ofsuieid<‘d' slie hiaird Imrstdf murmur 
and was terrified, dlie wnrds \v<u'<‘ likr a flow of 
blood fresh from a womid n-npcned. It nmst be 
staunched or she would die. li' he wevr ilippmu; 
now, it would lx* a eaustie idr lu-r aitl. H would 
only be flippant as Ik* so <dten was ! but he was 
notflippant. Inst(*ad luosai^i with a pu///Jini^ sortof 
sadness, “ Doidt think I a,m nnthini^ !)ui ruthless. 
The thing was ■ ’ I woulduh go on witli k’ss than you 
wanted. You want a great ilraf Kit more than 
a man has, perhaps, tii gi\<- a woman. WniW have 
been unhappy with me.’* 

She sat cjuivcring under fiis gentleness. If he had 
been shar[) and smart .she rould hav<* h< l<i liim off 
but now she wa.s defem-rhos. She pieked up her 
gloves and began putting thmu on sl^nvlv, watching 
him with an avarice of hive as !k^ sat looking gravely^ 
not at her, but diiwnward. At least, she hud seen 
him, at least heard him spfsik. I must grjf’ she 
said indistincily. 

He went on (|uickly, iVrhapH I ougfu to have 
given you the ilioice iff unhappiness, ihtuigh, Kit 
lYwhaps tliatks where I has'euh hern lair Ui ymt 
{jrranted you 11 never Ik' happv, whi« h tmhapihurss 
do you prefer, the one you have now or the one 
yendd have hud with lur 

Khe sUKnHijmuul belted her brown twcnl coat 
I he piunt is iluii you lohl me ytiu ditlift love 
me nhe Sidd blimily. 

“ I dkltdc,*’ lie said lumestlyi ihU hir what yon 



I I’an't 'li 1 >1' tiiii« li a; 


that. 


^antuh * what viui waai si.'W ha%f ymi . 


1. J 


.;u4. 


: .1' it i 


I 


1 1 ri'.lijnj* 


KT’ in luH fffL 
hr said. 

( .-I'’/' 

%hr -vud ill- 


asthcai-hslnMiui.t 4 

I liaV(‘ ! i Mt t : - 

Whaf. < hinra- . 

I ...... tluth. 'ai/’ 

He put a I'il! lui.lrr h; 

“Vou’w* tuaii*' !“'■ ‘‘ 

“ I ihiiii":ht !■ ' ■ 

“ Yiui’i'c a tniil ii ti 

distinctly- 

He tuiik her -tiiii -‘in 
thrnuqh the taldr-. i > 

“i see I -itn,’' hr ai.!. It w.-.i vwrr ttuiuiirtt 
forniisny \"ii tui.’hl .i *1 ii.r.r Uvcl witli IW'. 

“ I’m not mi rr.jlilr ! " me 

“Yon arc.” hr rr!- ■; to. i. " I trll wm, i’vr hmketi 
at you huii'lrcil. y-t mac 
Derlcctlv mi.ci.iiiir.” 

* . , . « * t t . . > * 1 , w j * 

f. i 1=:"' 


vyiIv }a!->ln! !irr 


hr-atir hilil. Votdrc 


If i am* I aht la* 
lliry ’ 44 ii 4 rm.'' 

So thi’V Itaii! ol4Ur-l ri 

lamp-iHot. -nt-iin -r.ci -i 


' -.trrrt MOW, argaiiig. 

nmhr very 

lamn-posM .,i;aw. a.,.. .. a;a. -e.rv r-.riuhinq. Hc 

stoiHi hl't'ovr h'-t, h.ifir' ■, the win*! idouiuq hw blank 

hair, liis eve. Ida.’iM.* -ui-i hii mil.. 

ilairiu VmVI I atr . hryhtHIIni 

suddenly. I wi-h I'd a.r on .ml iii.uiied \ou. 
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Then I collh! h.f.r l.c.Ucu ■ -mr ^^Jo^ u. ^ 
lie iammed he- h.u lu. im-id -ua! llunv; hinwlt 
aw.iv into the dtr.!. H-- did not on. r look hank, 
ami she Niood {liric v, .n- hm.; buu. as sit'" h.id tinnr 
su m.uiv taur^ i,rl..)r I'ml he niwn used l<» iunk 
bad. eithn. Noiinny heinrru them fvrr 

change, 'lids sv.u ii»r kn..-.Hr«h:e sh. h,id t» cany 
aUiut with her now \4hi tlier it u.n a tiimK sy 
wanted nr tint, as long .n they hved they wuttld be 



like this toward one another. She could feel him as 
though his very bones had been made from the 
same substance as hers, and of the same clay their 
flesh. Whether or not it was love between them 
made no difference. It was truth. 


She let herself into the house with her own kev 
When she opened the door, no one was about 

She was half-way upstairs before she heard a sten 
hurrying across the hall below her and lookine 
back, she saw Smedley rushing forward with a trav 
“ Mr. Holm is took very bad, miss,” he said. 

In her room she found her mother and father 
waiting. ^ 

“ Crisis,” her father said. » It came all of a 
sudden about an hour ago. We couldn’t find you ” 

“ Fortunately both nurses were here,” her motha 
took It up. “ We were able to reach Dr. Leavett 
and he brought another specialist. Everythin? is 
being done. They don’t want us there.” 

“Do they expect him to -die?” she asked. 
Her heart began its thick beating. Bert to die ! 

« said hurriedly. 

While there s life, you know. Besides, he’s so 
young.” But Kit was gone. 

She had gone to the door of Bert’s room and 
opened it softly. They were all, there about him 
Smedley^stood with the tray, his face an agony 
She could not sec Bert for the heads bent above him 
Dr. Leavett straightened. 

A/r " better if you are not here, 

h^s. Holm, he said._ Just wait in the next room, 
please. If there is any instant danger, we will tell you.” 

She turned and went back to her own room, 
Gail and Harvey were already there. The telephone 
rang and her father went to it. It was Roger Brame. 
one heard her father’s curt voice. 
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“ No, no news, very low, that’s all. They’re 
setting ready for more oxygini — no one know.s.” 

° jje hung up the teh'phonc. “ Those damned 
ghoulish newspapers,” ho said simply. 

° “ Let me attend to the telephone,” Harvey said. 
He moved to the telephone as he spoke, a solid firm 
figure. Kit saw Gail’s eyc's follow him. Gail in a 
grey suit fitted to her shnulcrness, and a dark wine 
blouse, sat poised and as intense as an exclamation 
mark. 

She felt them all about Iut, these who were her 
own and .solidly about tin" Kit whom tln-y knew and 
who belonged to them. Hut there was a being in 
her which did not Ixdong to them and whom they 
did not know, a being who had somehow to decide 
for her own life or death. 

And yet how curious a gift it was which Bert 
possessed, so that he was able by some means, when 
a crisis came, iimocctUly to avert final decision ! He 
was not to be blamed for his illne.ss, nor if he died 
for his death, but if he died, then in that death 
would be her solution. She would grieve, but it 
would be scarcely an intenser grief than she had 
been feeling all tliese days, a grief for something 
that was not and that had never been. Death 
would mean only that it could never be. Bert 
would end for her as he wtis, that was all. Perhaps 
that was what death wa.s, anyway, the end of a dream 
and its fulfilment, or perhap.s, only freedom ! But 
Norman was wrong about freedom. Simply taking 
it did not raiikc one free. If it were given to one, if 
life turned, so that without any lessening of one’s 
duty all ended and freedom began, then of course 
one took it, as a gift, as one took sorrow also. Life 
gave or did not give, that was all. I'hcrc was no 
such thing as choosing anything. Life gave her 
Norman and withheld him. life gave her Bert, 
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but only as he was. If he died now, there would 
only be return to another emptiness. Or would 
there ? 

Her vague sad eyes, wandering, caught Gail’s 
sharp gaze fastened upon her and saw Gail’s fingers 
lifted to her lips, blow her a kiss. She smiled 
quickly and defensively. 

The telephone rang and instantly Harvey was 
saying in a low steady voice, “ I am sorry — no, no 
information. We appreciate the sympathy. 
while, if you will call Mr. Roger Brame, Mr. Holm’s 
representative ’ ’ 

“ It’s been unbearable all day,” her mother said 
in a loud whisper. “ The news about birn seems 
sim ply to spread in the air.” 

“It does, of course,” Gail said. “When we 
came, the taxi man wanted to know how he was” 

“ Strange the hold he has,” Mr. Tallant mur- 
mured. 

“ He has a charm,” Gail replied. “ Everybody 
feels it. It’s a sort of directness out of himself to 
you.” 

Kit looked up. “ Directness ! ” she repeated. 

“I don’t mean truthfulness, necessarily,” Gail 
said, “nothing so complex,' Kit! I mean, he 
simply comes to you from where he happens to be 
at the moment he sees you. He has forgotten 
yesterday, or this morning, or five minutes ago; 
none of that matters, because it’s past, and he can’t 
see as far as tomorrow. But all that he is now, he 
gives you, whoever you happen to be.” ’ 

“Heavens, that’s too complex for me,” Mrs. 
Tallant complained. 

There was a knock on the door and Smedley 
came in. 

‘‘ What is it now ? ” Mrs. Tallant demanded. 

Oh, madam,” he panted, his voice going into a 
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you,*, ■'•“I OIU 

^ 'lacy .slant! at luuu 
Suits llrV ! I )t U I I In" 


111 trll yuiu inatlain^ and 
?■» 

\‘it Mjjr had ever sf(ni 
ridi. uluii". i ” Mta. 'lallaat 


f-iiid severely. 

^ “No, mad.un,” he whi .i»rr<*d. If anyone woultl 
tjavc told him that he’d he JeHiui* the old latiy <if 

nis own act ord “ U Mf. iWt K yoiuy to (he ’* 

HC said. He di'ew id. hand ijnii klv .u m-.s his iioie 
-•ind snid'ed. “ J don't toj yi', r iju ,( It', madam. Utit 
j’ve been .ilraid .oimthi u!; niint.d lh.it he look 
jijs death that ni'-tht one aiy;f»t he went out witii 


“ Went out with von, .Smetilr\ :* " Mrs. 'r.dlant'.s 
voii e was Uke it e dosvu his i oil.u'. 

He k'nlped and went on, laintlv. ■' Yes, madam, 
to a [iri'/.e h>th< “n Idr-t .\u-niie. Hr got very warm 
iiiul then he wouldn’t jttn on his lo.u said he w;tj» 
Jiot' ’ d't his own honor he sulihed. 

Mr.s. 'I'all.uit looked ijui( klv at thiil and hit her 
lip. It wa.s like Belt, her ltH»k said, to hr living, so 
tliat he eonld not la* Id.iined or esrn .spoken to-- 
going out with the hutirr, *»t all ihiug.s ! 

“ It is imfidltmale you w.utrd so long to speak, 
Smediey,” she s.dd sh.irplv. 

" He told inr I svasn’t to,*’ Smedlry faltered, 
“ tliough it’.s hern tm m\ iniiid something leariul.” 

“ That’ll do," Mr. r.iUant said .suddenly, and 
Sinediey was so gi.ul it was over he muttered, "Yes, 
sir," and hurried ottl. 

“ 1 eouid laugh, if it were the time Sitr it," Gail 
remarked. 

“ I don’t see smything fuimy in it," Mn. Tallatit 
said. *' It's just — low," 

" Hmh ! ■" Mr. 1‘allant Midi. ** Don’t tall about 
it any more." 
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He was looking at Kit. She had not said one 
word, and now she sat white and stiff, and her month 
strained as though she were trying not to cry. 

“ Kit, relax ! ” her mother called to her sharply 
“ It doesn’t help Bert a bit to be so intense. You 
only wear yourself out, and he’s just what he would 
be any way.” 

Kit quivered at her mother’s voice. No, but what 
silly new deception was this of Bert’s ? Why hide 
it from her, if he wanted to go with Smedley to a 
prize fight? Before she could answer herself, the 
doctor came to the door. He took off his spectacle 
and smiled. 

“ I am most happy to tell you,” he announced 
“ he is going to get well.” ’ 


208 



Chapter Five 

Bert, coming up out of unconsciousness, saw his 
first glimmer of returning light in a soft spreading 
gold set about a blur of a face. 

“ Not Kit,” he decided with difficulty. He could 
not think. There was no strength in him to think. 
But he was nagged by the question of what gold hair 
this ^vas. Lily maybe ? The effort of thought made 
him feel sick and he retched. A soft voice cried out, 
alarmed, “ Oh, no, now you mustn’t do that ! ” 

The voice brought the face a little nearer and he 
stared at it, trying to focus his eyes out of his weakness. 

“Not Kit.” He gathered tremendous energy 
together to produce these two words aloud. But 
they were not understood. At least the voice said, 
“ Now rest — no talking.” A hand touched his 
head for a moment. 

“ Feel — smashed — ” he said more distinctly. 
Someone turned him over and he cried a little, not 
wanting to be turned. . . . Why didn’t he get fed ? 
Beefsteak — to put guts in him ! Someone leaned 
over him again — not the same. He could see dark 
eyes — Kit’s. Her voice said distinctly, “ Bert, why 
are you crying ? What do you want ? ” 

“ Beefsteak,” he gasped, “ — no guts.” 

Someone laughed — not Kit. Gail ! Gail said, 
“ He’s alive all right. Why don’t you get the beef- 
steak ? ” 
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His face was wiped and he stopped crying A 
after a long time someone brought him soup ti 

tasted of beefsteak. 

Then the room was quiet except for somec 
feeding him. He opened his eyes — not Kit aga 
It was the blonde. 

“ Not Lil ? ” he inquired. 

She shook that mass of gold. “ Pm your nurs 
she said, “ Constance Weathers.” 

He knew something ought to be said to that. I 
for a long time he could not think what. It v 
only after she stopped feeding him and had tuci 
the covers around him that he thought of it. 

“ Pleased — to meet you,” he whispered. 

“ Go to sleep, now,” she told him. 

He wanted to argue about that, but before 
could begin he was asleep. . . . 

In the library they aU stood, ready to part aga 
after the crisis which had drawn them together. 

“ Beefsteak ! ” Gail cried with laughter. “ Tha 
the first word he said.” 

Mr. Brame smiled reservedly. “ I advise that 
be kept private, however,” he said. He had coi 
over immediately when Harvey Crane telephon 
that the crisis had been successfully passed. His pla 
for publicity were of course already made, eith 
way. He had dictated to his secretary two distiii 
outlines, the other to be used if Bert Holm died 
fortunately not now necessary. But it was 1 
business to be prepared. "If you approve, lid 
Tallant, I shall simply give out a dignified stateme 
for the morning papers to the effect that Mr. Hoi 
has passed the crisis of his serious illness and is out 
danger.’’ 

" Sounds sensible,” Mr. Tallant said cautiously, 

Mr. Brame went on with his usual dry smoothnes 



“ the lu-Nt liay tir twn I ,\h(Mi!(I like to 

submit my plans b»r taktnt^ the nfiuost advautat,^! of 
the groat wave of n'nrwot! intorc.^t iu Mr. Holm. 

I assure yau," ho lookod .uimud at them ail, “ nc\-cr 

in all tho oouna- oi‘ iiiy i aro«T .imi I hav<- hamiial 
sonu' (tl’ tho nin.t intport.uif pnblit: hi;uro,s nf <nir 
— liavr ;;<! lu.iiiv Irtlor;. auii lolograms poured in 
expre.ssiiig .sympathy ant! yp-irl'. '1 hr iiumlier otjuld 
have hern o(|uallril oulv " hr tinuihcii “ hy 
Mr. Molin’, s death, so happily asnlrtl. '1 hr tpu-stioa 
now i.s-- 

“ It' you'll rxfto.r us,” ( >ail ‘-.dd, her ryes iilittoriiig 
with langtitor, ” wr luiisf yo Ijoiur. Ilai’. ry - 

“ Yos, orriaitily, iny dear/* ilarvry said. 

, , , Harvry was luihilv iatrrrstrd in this fribw 
Bramo’s throrirs, Imt lir p.i\r up tpiii ktv to <lail in 
all small mattris, prrsrulnii* .i dnsilr thuit vvhhh 
kcjjt her fVoiu rmli.in.u.sinru! aiiiotif' hrr Iririids, and 
yet crcatiiu' no prrtrdrnt iu inijHjrtatii matters 
which he dri itird ulmtr. ( ku!, hkr must women, 
prei'erred this, and he km-w it. He sv.js rtrnially 
grateful that (Jail was a s.mr womau, though clever, 
ami not like !irr .sister Kit. 1 here was something 
very tiueer now about that small tlark t reature. 
When the dot tor lohl ihnn Hrtt was going to get 
well, Ciail hail t lapped her hands am! leaped to her 
Ih’t. But Kit li.u! .simply sat, as while ,ts a stone, 
her eyes wider .uni mttir hi.u k than hr h.ul ever 
seen them. It was almost as though she h.itl been 
amudiig on sotunhing else and now ditl inti km»w 
what to do. But it tvouUi Ur like her fo have pre* 
pared herodl tor the Woi*.t ; so it might he that .she; 
did nut know wh.*t to i}t» with the shmk o! g*«>d news. 
Ik glam ed at her. She hail said tmtiiing at all 
sinee ioining out tif llrrt’* r««>in. She sat there 
now on ilte large m»ik, luciking more remute utiti 



withdrawn than ever. Th(*re was no making her out. 
He put his arm thankfully ahmit his own Gail. Hei 
coniplcxities at Irast of tin* stamiarcl femalt 

variety he piadrrnai. 

Ready 1 h‘ askrd, drawing fua' gently alou} 
with him. “ ilouwt on nu' ii you i!<'rd mey' 
his father-in-law in passinsg 'M;ood niglit, Kit--^ 
congratulations good night, good nigditd’ 

He reIeas<Hi Gaii to ha hrr kiss her family. He 
Iik(‘cl this iiosr lamily Irflin;*;. It was normal and 
riglit. His own f.uniiv hail it, thougli nm; of his 
sisters, Mary, liad hrfdKon away and was rather s 
strange. 'Ihat wa^ iKa au .r shr laid m*vrr married. 
Women ahva\s wont qumr it' tlu’s di<in't marry. 

d'hey stc'pped int<' tln^ ta\i and for a frw moments 
.said nodiing. 'i'hru t hul .od, \ awning behind her 
hanch I knew Urv\ woulti egg urll/* She j)attcd 
h<‘r lips. After more or less iijisriting the nation/’ 
she adde<h anti latnthed. 

‘‘ I'Aartiyd’ Ilaivrv Naid, a trilh* rp'imly. He took 
otit his flat platinmm-< ased watt h. It was nearly 
two o'clock and hr hated to miss hts sleep. It u|)set 
the next day's routine. 

Shall wr sav tiimorrou, them at direr?” Mt. 
Brume said in the library alter thev hat} gone. ** I 
thniH want to seem pretipiiairg fmt I < an scarcely 
urge too nnu'h tiie imjHutamr of' taking advantage 
of the present public emhusiasm. 'Hie papers, as 
ytm know *' his sweeping drclamatnry glance 
included Kit, her lather* hrr iriother - " have 

playeci up his hra\r 4iail> ftghi fir ftis life, hecause, 
as the Mmmiiji Aric.^ fnnl if today. lie has everything 
for which to live, lltr grurral rxprt'latii)ii is tha 
Bert Holm will do sonirihing rvrii greater than he 
has yet done/* 

Kil w;ii frightened M the slilltirss which fell upon 



her w1h*ii shtt knew that rvrrythinur was to he 

as it liad been. Surely she did in it want Bert to 
idic ? She stnoil nj^» uiuthh' lu her own f<'eiiiujs- 

I nuisl .d" In heti,” she said. 

Mr.s. 1 .illaiit ruse at uni e. *' \ es, we imist, al! 
of u.s,” .slie deelareii. “ It’s hern a d.iy ! Vuu'il 
uiKki’stand, Mr. Itrame.” 

“Oh, eertaiidy," Mr. Bianie replied, Inuking 
away a Hi lie. 

“ 'roninri'uw, then, Br.mie,’* Mr. T.dl.mt .s.aid. 
He had s.dd .dniust nuthinj,; siuer he s.iu Kit’s fare 
when the dut tor eanir in, She didn't h.ur the 
^ fellow, did she ? 

Kit. in her own bed, lay mntiunlrss. Her father 
had kksed her gutHl-tiiitht wiiliuni a further word, 
and her inuther hatl ( uine in lu fuss over her rovers 
a little the night had turneii very euhl - ami ha<l 
khseti her vv.utnly am! giinr au.tv without mention- 
ing Bert, 'ihe <iay spre.ii! itself before her ins- 
mediately. 

Bert was gmtig to get well. She h.id hern .snre 
of it herself when she saw his blue eves Imiking up 
at her out of his wldtr ias r. ‘J hry had not been a!»l« 
to ettt his hair atid it lay tossed .ind lair ,i.s a rhihr.s 
upon the pillow. Hut they h.td kept him sh.iven, .so 
that his f.n r looketi younger than ever. Hr would 
keep that yonihfttlness as long as he lived hreatwe 
it wa,s ironi wiihitt hint. .Nothing rouhi happen to 
him. And anything that liappened, happened to 
her and left its mark. She tmtid hirget nothing. 
The hour with Norman ha«! brought it all back. 
Dkl she wish she hat! not gone f Hut if it were still 
11 hklden there in her, it w,»s bctler to know it and 
'cekon with it. 

She lay breathing it» ibr icy air from the open 
window. How tiid other people go about their 

sti3 



lives ? Blundering as she did ? Yet her wants wei 
very few. She had nearly everything for whic 
people strove and longed — money, place, educatioi 
whatever it was. And yet, having always had thes 
things, she could not value them, because she ha 
the one essential lack, a fundamental necessar 
companionship, the sort of thing that had nothin 
to do with being rich or poor. She had met no on 
in her life who could give it to her except Normar 
and he did not love her enough to ^ve it to hei 
He had all but said so again this evening. 

And yet there was now no agony in it for her a 
there had been. He had cast her so low before, tha 
now, because she knew he felt, however unwillingly 
somehow companioned with her, the unwillin] 
certainty seemed very near love. He had said some 
thing about the choice of unhappiness. There wa 
that choice. It faced her now. When Bert wa 
strong enough, she might choose at least her owi 
unhappiness, if she could. If she only knew hov 
to be ruthless ! But there was no ruthlessness ii 
her and this was her weakness. Lily and Norman 
those two opposites, had yet the one serviceabli 
trait of ruthlessness. But to her nothing coulc 
become intolerable when she took everything intt 
consideration. Her life was cluttered with con 
siderations. She sighed, and turned away fron 
herself. . . . At least she would go to see Norman’s 
play. It would be fun to go to rehearsals again. 
She had used to sit hour upon hour in darkened 
empty theatres, watching rehearsals, watching the 
madness of people trying to put the universe into a 
single speech, a gesture, a movement. ... 

But Bert was going to get well. She fell asleep 
with fatigue, though her mind kept waking and 
remembering in fragments. Bert would get well, 
and yet there was Norman, never forgotten. Im- 
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mcnse c()iisi(ifra(i(His i.tv ahead unuT. She saw Iut 
own small lisunMoiliui;; alum' a path In-Uvccn two 
great difis- liert’s luiuiiit.iiu’, ! 

The tclfpli'itK* raai; Middculy hmidc iirr bed anti 
she leaped flear <tt' appiuaeluii.i' di-.'p, Xuniiairs 

voice smindeti in her eai . 

“ Kit ? " 

“ Ves ? ” site ansurred. 

“I don't ktirivv wlty in hr!i I'm tailiuy vuis." 

“ I was urai'Iy aslrej)," '.hf* sai*!. 

'* I can't .sleep.” lie luld hi'r. ■■■ Ih-cu wurKimr 
at rehearsal all rveiiiiiij. What ha\e you bera* 
doing ? ” 

site must tell him ipiii Uy. " lSei{'.i briicr,” she 
said. " Uheu I « ame biiuie, be was very ill. 1 hey 
didn’t knmv but he\ >..slrK' past the uisis.” 

He did lii't answri h a a luuiiirm. Thru be .said, 
very quieilv, ” I'erh.ips ih.u's why f i ailed - tt> 
knovvju.st that.” .\ud he pul up the in river. 

” .Science, ” ,\lr, Ibame kept •..lyiuy, '* siirme may 
be the right tiling ha lam, .« suiurthiiig seriuu.s.” 

She had itut slept until li.ivsii and thru .she had 
.slept all muining, and rvrn mns- ielt h. ill « rushed 
with the weiglil <d uuhnishrd sleep, ihey wtit 
sitting in the library with Mt. Hratstr again, her 
lather, her iiiuiher, hrisrll, MUTiniitdnt with linvsri i. 

The maids had hern stiuygiiiig ssilh Jluss('r,s a!! 
day, bver simr the papers aiujiminnl Bert’s 
recovery the llimeis had been ptiming in. Mrs, 
Tallani lu<i said K’diniy, " T here « mild sninety have 
been mure if it had lirrn his hmer.d.” Xuvv that 
licit was re.dl), gidtt^ !<» gri well their svere ,sever»d 
ihing.H .she ininf attend t»* as M»i»n she iindd, T'hc 
traiiied mimes, lor one thing - the kits hen wiu in 
an uproar with (onlhs ling ortlcra from the nursea. 
Pryimc and Weathers were at tlaggoti' |Kiinw. She 



had simply refused to discuss the matter as long 
it looked as though Bert were about to die, but sii 
he was going to. get well, things had to be fac 
Science, Mr. Brame was saying ? She fastened : 
fretful attention upon him. 

“ It is necessary,” Mr. Brame went on from 
seat by the large mahogany table, “ to consolid 
Mir. Holm’s position. In this country, science is i 
thing. Nothing is so dignified or so calculated 
hold public respect as a study into some scient: 
question. The public always respects what it cam 
understand. To engage Mr. Holm, therefore, ir 
scientific pursuit along his own line, something rati 
abstract, which need not be too clearly defined a 
which could occupy the rest of his life, would 
quite suitable. It would make his position with t 
public at once static and dignified.” 

“ What do you suggest ? ” Mr. Tallant ask 
mildly. All this talk of Brame’s was, he knew, simj 
to lead up to a concrete notion. That was why 
hired Brame, because there was always somethi 
concrete at the bottom of him, if one had the tit 
to wait. 

“The second expedition,” Mr. Brame sa 
promptly, “not at all like the first, of course. N 
an adventure, in other words, but an expeditic 
scientifically planned.” He turned to Kit. “ H 
he said anything about another expedition ? ” Id 
Brame asked. 

She remembered the night upon Gail’s terra 
when he had looked out over the city. 

“ He did say once he would like to get back to li 
mountains,” she replied. 

“ The very best possible thing,” Mr. Brame sai 
quickly. “ The public likes repetition of the origm; 
act with a slight further adventure along the familii 
lines. They resent a new departure. Should M 
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Holm now take tip a nr ariutrmio pursuit 

alone, tliis wonhi br of nn a<i\ aruatp* in inaintainiu^i*; 
bis positnni. 'Tbo publa unuh! havr no <-hart to 
follow. Mr, is la krfoti lu tlirir iniuds as an 

explorer. H,r must /:*» rxpltuiiaa. All we want 
is' a new 'oinfihinit already familiar. 

Scicuec — " 

Bert doesn t laaav aiivtliunt al-Hait staeiu'e ! ” 
'Mrs, 'ndlun rxtlaiinrd. Sia^ was siulie,: in a larxc 
dark-upholsierrc! i hau\ Innling rcapil with iimer 
irritation, 

“Alt, niadain. wail Mr. firamr erird. He 
drew his whne h.oidkfa < larf tiMiii hi% hi'east poeket 
and polislual his rja- %r ., If raid nr« e v.ary. \Vc 
can litre iuntiineraifie ^uemeas at ahnoo no eosf. 
There is aoitiinK moir pleoufu! uidrNs it lie inathr- 
malieians. No, the n-.d pfohlnn is, what ran wc 
find to study itt hi^th aluiudr-. Mrtrly an aracirmic 
question wiMikl I^r tun hu kiru: in appeal to the 
always huily sentnnrnfal pad-'lir hear!. ‘I'herr iniitht 
be a huiuaniiarian iwea in n or %oinrfhiir>^ Ht'inifilir. 
The puhlit lik^w it-i hcaurs in i)r seruais when they 
are yoiue'% that is 

Kit said, siniliny “ How? tilri inusi he be 

before he urrdnh lie 

“ Be what Mr. Hiainr rni|njrrt.b 

“ Anyihnra/* Kit *Hud. 

*M dVuih follow/* Mia tirainr .sakl with blank 
gravity. 

“ I was only Kn ^aid quitkly, 

Mr. Talhini, i ,ifi liiiie hri r\f% .siiiilriJ siuldrnly* 
She smiled batk, and linn siyhrd. Nn> but poor 
Bert, who in one i arrir^.s .u i i4 hrrihsin had ruined 

his life ! 

, , , ** 7\m b the life/* llrrl iaid| laughing into 
the preily iUec beta •ibuvr linn. Getting wdi wa$ 
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wonderful. He’d never been sick before. Now 
everybody was working for him. He didn’t feel Iftc 
reading, but then Connie did that. He slept most 
of the day when old Prynne was around, and then 
at night Connie would read to him. She was getting 
ready to read to him now. Everybody was gont 
Kit had come in and bade him good-night. Kit was 
sweet these days. He’d wake up and she’d be there 
by his bed, looking at him. When you were still 
not strong you could just lie back and not worry 
about anything — as for instance, when she looked 
sort of down in the mouth. “ Don’t worry about 
anything,” the doctor told him. “ Eat — sleep — 
get well — that’s your whole duty, youiig man ! ” 
So he didn’t worry. But he was glad when they’d 
all gone and the house was quiet and the shades 
drawn, and only him and Connie here. She’d get 
him all ready for the night — he hadn’t dreamed 
there were so many ways of being made comfortable ! 
Then she settled in her chair under the light. 

“ Take off your cap so I can see your hair ! ” he 
begged her every night. 

But she shook her head. 

“ Aw, come on, Connie ! ” he coaxed. “ I like 
to look at the light shining on it.” 

“I couldn’t, Mr. Holm,” she said. That was 
something else, too. She’d never call him Bert, 
however much he told her to. “ Why, even the 
newspapers call me Bert ! ” he told her. But she 
wouldn’t; she was a stubborn little thing — all 
blondes were. 

It was curious how he felt about her. He wasn’t 
sure if he was crazy about her or not. But anyway 
it was nice coming-to after you’d been knocked out 
and finding a pretty girl taking care of you. 

“ You remember where we left bff, Mr. Holm?” 
she asked, settling her stiff white skirt. 
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“ Bert says, ‘ Wherever you stopped readin’/ ” he 
answered mischievously. 

She smiled at him shyly and began in her light 
pretty voice, “ ‘ He took her in his arms ’ — wasn’t 
that the place ? ” 

“ Sounds okay to me,” he replied. “ I like that 
notion.” 

It was fun making her smile and blush. He 
yawned and stretched himself. The water was going 
out of Bs bones ! A few more days and he’d be a 
man again. Every night he felt better than he had 
the night before. Another week and he’d be rarin’ 
to go — only, go where ? He had forgotten every- 
thing for so long. When he was up he’d climb 
again maybe. He hadn’t thought about mountains 
somehow for a long time. Why hadn’t he ? It was 
queer, because now when he thought about it he 
wanted to climb again. 

She began to read : “ ‘ He took her in his arms 
and pressed his mouth upon her red lips. It was 
the first time in all his mad life that true love had 
ever swept him clean. It made him pure and 
good.’ ” 

He watched her nice little profile against the 
light and heard her even gentle voice, carrying the 
hot words like a cool little stream. Wonder if he 
could ever get her going? No, there wasn’t to be 
any more of that ; he’d made up his mind about 
it after that woman — what was her name ? — had 
tried to devil him into divorcing Kit that evening 
at Gail’s when she was tight. As if he’d divorce 
Kit, the best little wife a fellow ever had ! No, 
no more of that. He was glad Connie wasn’t as 
easy as other dames. He listened to her contentedly, 
half asleep, feeling warm and cared-for in the centre 
of this great house. Being sick had made him feel 
at home here. He hadn’t felt so when he was well. 
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But in this one big room and everybody waiting 
on him he felt at home. He hadn’t made any 
mistake in marrying Kit Tallant. . . . 

... So how in the heck could he be ready for 
the way Connie was after he had made up his mind 
really to leave her alone ? He hadn’t done a thing ~ 
took her hand, that’s all, the next morning when 
she was going off duty. He wouldn’t be such a fool 
as to start something then, anyway, with old Prynne 
coming in at any moment. No, he’d taken Connie’s 
hand when she was brushing his hair, and held it a 
minute, and when she’d tried to pull away, he’d 
held on — no more than that. He’d done the same 
thing lots of times and every time she’d said, “ Now 
Mr. Holm ! ” This time she didn’t. She looked at 
him, her face all pinched, and without one word she’d 
just crumpled up on the bed and put her face in his 
neck. And old Prynne would choose that minute 
to walk in ! 

“ Connie,” he whispered, “ get up ! ” And she 
had. 

Well, he hoped he’d never see anything hotter 
than that minute between those two dames. 

“ Mss Weathers ! ” Prynne said, like she was 
biting into a sour apple. 

And Connie had jumped at her. “ What, Miss 
Prynne ?” she yelled. 

“ I could report you ! ” Prynne yelled back. 

“ Sure you could,” Connie said. “ Go on and 
do it ! ” 

“ All right, I will — but I’ll resign first ! ” 

“ No, you won’t, because I’m resigning ! ” 

That scared him. 

“ Connie ! ” he begged. “ Don’t go ! ” 

It would have been better if he hadn’t spoken, 
because the minute Piynne heard him say that she 
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gave him an avvrful look and turned right around 
and went out. And Connie put her face in her 
hands and began to cry. Women ! They always 
took everything so serious. He turned over and shut 
his eyes. Let ’em all go to hell ! As far as he was 
concerned that’s where they all belonged. . . . 

Mrs. Tallant, dressed early to be ready for a day’s 
shopping with Gail, who was coming in with Harvey 
after breakfast, stopped outside her door to hear the 
shouting of women’s voices in Bert’s room. 

“ What in the world ! ” she exclaimed. But before 
there was time to discover, Miss Prynne rushed into 
the hall and slammed the door and held it. 

Miss Prynne ! ’’ Mrs. Tallant said severely. 

Miss Prynne turned, her square face red and 
furious, 

‘‘ I’m resigning, Mrs. Tallant,” she said ^loudly. 

I’m not accustomed to this sort of a house.” 

“ What do you mean? ” Mrs. Tallant’s indigna- 
tion rose into stateliness. 

Where the night nurse on the case behaves 
disgraceful,” Miss Prynne said in the same loud 
voice. “ I’m a professional, Mrs. Tallant, and I’ve 
been trained up that a decent nurse don’t allow 
compromising situations with the patients, like I 
found just now in Mr. Holm’s room, Mrs. Tallant, 
when I went in to report for day duty.” 

Please come into the library and explain your- 
self.” Mrs. Tallant swept past the woman and 
went on downstairs. 

Gail, she saw, was already in the hall. She had 
just come in and was standing there very slender and 
pretty in her smooth dark fur coat and close red hat. 
She waved her hand at her mother. Mrs. Tallant 
was suddenly unaccountably glad to see her elder 
daughter. 
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“ Come into the library,” she murmured 
“ There’s been some sort of nonsense between those 
wetched nurses and Bert.” She could be as plain 
as she liked with Gail, and Gail, lifting her delicate 
eyebrows, followed her mother. 

But Mrs. Tallant was not prepared to find, when 
she opened the library door, that Kit was ’there. 
She was curled into the big sofa, a book she had been 
reading fallen on the floor. When they came in she 
sat up and looked at them vaguely. 

“ Have you been asleep so early. Kit ? ” Mrs. 
Tallant asked briskly. 

“ No. I just came here after I had breakfast with 
Dad. There was a book I wanted to look up.” 

Mrs. Tallant was thinking quickly. Kit might 
as well know. It was time to stop .shiVIrlin g her. 
Some day she would have to cope with things alone! 

“ Hello, Kit,” Gail said casually. She sat down 
and lit a cigarette, her eyes bright. This might be 
fun. She could see herself describing it all to Harvey 
tonight. He enjoyed gossip as much as she did and 
part of their companionship came from enjoying it 
together. 

“ Kit, there’s been some sort of trouble between 
the nurses,” Mrs. Tallant said. 

And just then there was a knock on the door and 
Miss Prynne came in, her cap set straight and her 
face at its usual sallowness. She looked about at the 
three women, her mouth pursed. 

“ Say what you have to say quickly, please, Miss 
Prynne,” Mrs. Tallant ordered her. “ I am very 
busy today.” 

“ I just wish to go off the case, Mrs. Tallant, that’s 
all,” Miss Prynne said coldly. “ I’m a respectable 
woman.” 

“Just tell me what is the matter,” Mrs. Tallant 
broke in with firm patience in her voice. 
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“When I came in this morning the night nurse 
was in patient’s arms,” Miss Prynne said flatly. 
» I’m not used to anything like that.” 

“ Well ! ” Mrs. Tallant breathed. She rather 
wished she had not encouraged the woman. Kit 
looked suddenly sick. 

But Gail laughed, crisp bright laughter. “ Oh 
(jear,” she cried, “ Bert’s so irresistible ! What do 
you bet, Miss Prynne, that it was the night nurse’s 
fault? Poor Bert — they all do it! I’m surprised 
at you, Miss Prynne — haven’t you felt the fatal 
charm ? Why, all women fall in love with Bert 1 ” 

Miss Prynne’s face was turning its dark thick 

red again. “ I don’t allow myself ” she began, 

and was stopped by Gail’s fresh laughter. 

“ Oh, you too ! I think it’s simply funny,” Gail 
cried in little bright peals. “ Kit, what did I tell 
you ? I told you they’d both be in love with Bert 
before he was well I ” 

“You and Miss Weathers had better both go,” 
Mrs. Tallant said sharply. “ I’ll ask Dr. Leavett 
for other nurses. Now, Gail, are you ready ? ” 

They rose together, and somehow Miss Prynne 
found herself outside in the hall alone, and the door 
shut. That was all. 

. . . She did not go back upstairs. Instead she 
went to the service hall and found her coat and 
hat and soberly plodded away. They were wicked, 
light-minded women. All rich women were, who 
didn’t have to work. What had really hurt her more 
than anything was their saying that — that every 
woman was silly about him. It wasn’t easy for a 
woman of her age. She’d tried to imagine him like 
her son, that was all, the son she might have had if 
she had ever married. That was , why she was so 
disgusted when she came in this morning. She’d 
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felt all along that girl wasn’t the kind he ought to 
have about him — poor fellow, you could see he was 
innocent and young. But it was better not to see 
him any more. Sometime when he was well she’d 
maybe write him a little letter just to tell him what a I 
privilege it had been to take care of him. Well, she’d ‘ 
better call up the doctor and explain her side of it, 
and turn in her name for another case. Poor boy, 
whatever happened she would always know it wasn’t 
his fault, not with those women. . . . 

Behind the shut door Mrs. Tallant and Gail both 
looked first at Kit. She was very calm. 

“ Thanks, Gail,” Kit said, “ You were very 
neat.” 

“ It’s always best to laugh at that sort of thing,” 
Gail said. “ Besides, you can’t blame Bert, Kit. It’s 
going to happen over and over again.” 

“ I know it is,” Kit said. She looked from her 
sister to her mother, and went on in the same calm 
little voice. “ So ” — her lips betrayed her by the 
slightest quiver — “ I’ve about made up my mind I 
won’t go on with it.” 

“ Kit ! ” her mother cried. 

“ It isn’t good enough,” Kit said. But she had 
not made up her mind until this instant, when 
suddeiJy she was ready to cut off everything, only 
to be free. Norman was right, always right. To be 
free was enough ; it was the only happy ending. 

It was aU she wanted, mere freedom. She had given 
up the hope of love or the right to happiness, so surely 
she could have freedom. 

Gail sat down. There was no hurrying away 
from this, for she knew the look in Kit’s eyes. The 
first time she had seen it was years ago when Kit, 
who was afraid of water, had suddenly made up her 
mind to dive. 
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“ Kit ! she had screamed then, laughing, you 
aren’t going to drown ! ” 

“ I don’t care whether I drown or not,” that 
small Kit had said, and had jumped. . . . 

She looked at her mother meaningfully, and Mrs. 
Tallant sat down too. 

Kit, you’re not talking about divorce ? ” she 
demanded. She glanced at Kit and felt Gail solidly 
with her. Gail stood up and took off her coat and 
hat and sat down again. 

“ What else ? ” Kit said simply. 

Now, Kit,” Mrs. Tallant began. She must 
think very quickly before Kit became set in one of 
her rare stubborn moods when she was beyond all 
reason. “ Bert isn’t as bad as that. He’s annoying, 
I know, but, my dear, you’ll find all men have some- 
thing. You know, you said yourself once that young 
writer, that what’s-his-name, used to bore you by 
always talking about his work.” 

This has nothing to do with him,” Kit broke in. 
And instantly she knew she lied. It did have some- 
thing to do with Norman ; it might have everything 
to do with him, though until she denied it aloud just 
now, she had not faced it in herself. Surely she had 
been thinking only that Bert was impossible for her 
and she for him, that they could never be near each 
other and so she must be free of him. But if she were 
accusing Bert really only because of Norman — she 
felt shaken now by her own duplicity. She wanted 
to go on and say aloud, All I want is freedom from 
Bert.” But she could not say it out of self-distrust. 
She said nothing therefore. 

Mrs. Tallant went on very gravely. ‘‘ There isn’t 
such a fhing as a perfectly happy marriage in the 
story-book sense. But there are successful marriages, 
and they’re the ones where the woman has made up 
her mind to adapt herself, to ignore much, and make 
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the most of little. I dare say even Gail puts up with 
some things in Harvey, don’t you, Gail ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, indeed,” Gail murmured. Her long 
lashes drooped over her eyes. “ Sometimes I loathe 
him.” 

» Exactly,” Mrs. Tallant agreed. “ It’s the same 
with any woman you’d ask. It isn’t that we our- 
selves would be so silly as to mind divorce. Some- 
times it’s the only sensible thing to do. But people 
still don’t like it here in America — the people who 
think so much of Bert, I mean.” 

“ It really never works awfully well,” Gail 
murmured. “ You know poor Irene Cavanaugh 
— she’s always struggling to get back again. You 
say divorce doesn’t matter any more, mother, but 
actually it does. Kit, even when it comes to our set 
There’s been a sort of reaction — not moral, but just 
for convenience. An odd woman is so difficult to 
invite when there’re plenty of pretty young girls 
always coming out. She isn’t placed, if you know 
what I mean. I know Irene has not been any 
happier.” 

“ I simply won’t have it,” Mrs. Tallant inter- 
rupted her, “ not suddenly, anyway. Kit. It’s too 
much to ask of your family. Think of the publicity ! 
It couldn’t be just an ordinary divorce. All sorts of 
stories would come out. Everybody would ask why, 
when you were married to Bert Holm. AU those 
silly women would never believe it was his fault. 
You’d lose by it — we’d aU lose ” 

“ Kit, of course if you don’t love him — ” Gail 
broke in. 

Kit looked at Gail, and bit her lips. She must 
not let them into herself too far, not yet when she 
did not know what she wanted. 

Gail leaned toward her persuasively. If she 
could only talk to Kit as female to female ! But so 
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much she had never revealed to her sister, not 
jmowing how Edt’s delicacy could be trusted to 
endure a revelation of the bitch. So now she spoke 
QjJy from her wisely married self. He’s really 
sweet, Kit, if you take him as he is. And nowadays 
you can do as you like if you only keep quiet about 
h Look at Nora Brand ! All her friends know she 
loathes Dan, but it pays them to keep on. He 
(iirects her plays and all that, and besides it’s such 
good publicity to say you’ve been married to the 
same man for twelve years. Divorce really isn’t as 
fashionable as it was before the depression. And 
that girl this morning — it’s nothing. Most men do 
little silly things that mean nothing, really.” 

“ Kit, promise me this at least,” Mrs. Tallant 
demanded, “ that you won’t make up your mind 
until you’ve taken everything into consideration. 
You owe it to us all.” 

‘‘ I’ll promise that,” she said. She stooped for 
her book and laid it open upon her knee. It was 
William Blake. She had wanted to read something 
that would take her straight away from reality. 
There was far too much reality in her life these 
days. Reality pressed her more closely hour by 
hour. 

That’s right,” Mrs. Tallant said eagerly, and 
then sighed. Oh dear, I feel worn out ! I don’t 
know if I had better go or not, Gail.” 

Gail was putting on her coat agai .. 

“ Come on,” she said firmly. There’s nothing 
like shopping for restoring your perspective.” 

“ Well — ” her mother said reluctantly. She went 
over and kissed Kit’s cheek. I can always trust 
your sense of fairness. Kit,” she murmured. 

‘‘ I do want to do what is right,” Kit said. Her 
voice was suddenly thick. 

“ I know you do, dear,” her mother replied. 
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“ Oh, I must telephone the doctor about nurses,” 
she added. 

They went away and left her alone. What she 
wanted, she thought, was someone quite cold and 
jjajd — only not Gail — to put down before her the 
lines of this tangled pattern. If someone could 
disentangle them and arrange them as they really 
were, she could see more clearly. Feelings were so 
little to be trusted. Had she not trusted to Norman’s 
feeling and had it not shifted away from her, and 
had not a wa;^ard impulse of feeling given her to 
Bert ? If long inward brooding could clarify nothing, 
perhaps something external and cold could do it. 
She wanted clear coldness to guide her. She thought 
a moment. Why not Roger Brame ? There was no 
one in the world so clear and cold as he. She decided 
to go and see him. 

The walk alone had done her good. The sharp 
pure air of a late winter’s day had clarified her 
blood and brain. She stepped into the elevator. 

“ Thirty-three, please,” she murmured, and was 
whirled upward through space to the thirty-third 
floor. There opposite she saw in small gold letters, 
“ Roger Brame, Public Relations Counsel,” and she 
went into a tiny reception hall where a plainly 
dressed, middle-aged woman sat at a typewriter. 
Just beyond in a small inner office, she saw Mr. 
Brame’s baldish head. It lifted, and he leaped to his 
feet, trying not to look surprised. 

“ Mrs. Holm ! ” he said, “ I’m honoured.” He 
came out, and she felt the dry quick touch of his 
hand on hers. “ Come in, please. What can I do 
for you?” 

She went into the musty office, hung with in- 
numerable large autographed photographs. It held 
nothing else but a desk and several file cases. 

328 



“ My clients,” Mr. Brame said of the photographs. 
fhey looked down on her, the smiling faces of 
actresses, the self-conscious faces of famous writers 
ajid lecturers and explorers. Here in this small 
(jjngy room Roger Brame had sat and planned 
brilliant personalities for them to present to the 
^>orld. Some she knew, but many she did not. Only 
a few had lived on, and even they were changed. For 
they had chosen, or Mr. Brame had chosen, to put 
upon this wall the impermanent moment of their 
greatest success. Her eye was caught by the face of 
Charley Bigge. 

“ Which reminds me,” Mx. Brame went on, “ that 
I have long wanted to ask if I might include a 
portrait of Mr. Holm.” 

“ Yes, of course,” she murmured. Yes, Bert 
belonged there. Mr. Brame had made him too. 

He opened a drawer in the file case and drew 
out a large photograph. 

“ This one, if you don’t mind.” 

He handed it to her. 

“ I remember it,” she said, and sat gazing at 
Bert. It was one of his best. He stood, his hands in 
his pockets, his square shoulders back, his hair 
tossed, looking at her out of clear and smiling eyes. 
They seemed to grow blue as she looked at them. 

“ It personifies, I think, our build-up,” Mr. Brame 
said judicially. 

“Yes, it does,” she said, and put the picture 
quietly aside. Would tlois be the right picture for 
j^. Brame’s wall, or would there come another, to 
be taken at a higher moment than Bert had yet 
achieved, a moment without her ? 

Mr. Brame sat down at his desk and waited for 
her. She looked at him and plunged in. Once 
when she was very small, she now remembered, she 
had made up her mind to plunge into the pool for 
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the first time and it had seemed as though it were 
death when the water closed over her head. But 
she had come up again. 

“ Mr. Brame, I want to ask you directly what 
would be the effect on Bert, and on my family 
publicly, if I divorced him ? ” 

She kept her eyes on him. Mr. Brame did not 
answer for a moment. Nothing like this, he thought 
quickly, had entered his plans. He would have to 
make an entirely new approach. It would be 
extremely embarrassing, since Mr. Tallant was also 
a client, and it would be wise, as well as of course 
only just, to be fair to both. But distressing, con- 
fusing, difiicult 

“ Quite disastrous, I fear,” he said quietly. 

She waited, grateful that he asked no questions. 

“ The public,” Mr. Brame went on, “ expects far 
more of its heroes than it does of its own individuals. 
Divorce, we may say, it is true, is so common now 
as to cause no comment unless it occurs in a case 
like Mr. Holm’s. There, unfortunately, little liberty 
would be allowed, simply because the public longs 
to believe in its hero as one ” — he fumbled for a 
phrase, and then smiled — “ sans peur et sans reprock, 
you know. They don’t want to think he even feels 
temptation as they do, much less yields to it.” 
He coughed, and glanced obliquely at the young 
figure opposite him, and decided to go on. “I 
don’t know whether or not you are aware, Mrs. 
Holm, of any previous — occurrence in Mr. Holm’s 
history— — ” 

“ You mean his former marriage ? Yes, I know,” 
she interrupted. He was relieved. She knew, then ! 
And as far as he could see she was calm. But one 
never could tell with these slender composed dark- 
eyed women. 

“ A second occurrence,” Mr. Brame went on, 
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<«^oiild be the more unfortunate. Inevitably the 
gi-st oncj now happily unknown to the public, would 
j.g^ppear in a sinister light. Now, should it become 
]0iown, I have planned an instant publicity on the 
grounds of youthfulness and all that. But to be 
divorced again, and by Robert Tallanf s daughter ” 
^he shook his head — “ it would undermine him 
very seriously. In fact, I should feel myself quite 
impotent.” 

“ I see,” she said steadily. 

‘‘ As to the consideration of your own family,” 
Mr. Brame proceeded, encouraged by her steady 
comprehending look, “ it would also be — difficult. 
Mental cruelty, of course. But it means anything 
the public chooses. In your case, Mrs. Holm, you 
must remember you have not the usual freedom 
accorded to individuals by law in our country. 
There is no law to prevent you doing as you like. 
But, you see, public sentiment, or perhaps I should 
say, a sentimental public, would condemn either you 
or Mr. Holm, as the case might be presented to the 
public, and might very probably condemn you both.” 

She did not answer him now when he paused. 
She simply gave him that dark unvarying gaze. 
There was no telling what she thought. He went on 
hastily to the concrete idea he had been preparing. 

“ I should like to suggest, at least, the postpone- 
ment of any decision until after the expedition, which 
I am now planning in detail. It may be ” — he 
paused and pursed his lips — “ that the expedition 
will so establish Bert Holm that the build-up could 
stand the shock of personal disaster. I don’t know ; 
we should have to see. And, if I may presume upon 
a personal reflection, it seems only just to all parties 
and things considered to postpone definite action for 
say, six or eight months. You could do that, Mrs. 
Holm ? ” 
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“ Yes, I could do that,” she agreed. 

Still no telling what she was feeling, he thought 
She rose and put out her hand. It was small and 
hot against his cool palm. 

“ Goodbye,” she said. “ Thankyou, Mr. Brame.” 

She looked so pale about the lips that he felt 
afraid to let her go alone. 

“ By the by,” he said, to detain her a moment 
until he could think what he should do, “ have you 
any ideas about financing the expedition ? ” 

She looked at him, gathering her mind together. 

“ There was a little man who told Bert once that 
he would give him a hundred thousand dollars. Would 
that be enough ? It was at the Explorers’ League 
dinner when we first came here. His name was 
Albert Canty.” 

“ Albert Canty ! ” Mr. Brame repeated. 

She nodded. 

“He is one of the wealthiest men in the city,” 
Mr. Brame said solemnly, “ a hermit and erratic, 
but — excuse me, Mrs. Holm, if I just make a note 
of it. This is very important.” 

“ Is it ? ” she said. “ But please, I won’t wait.” 

She was gone. He sat down again and drew in 
his breath deeply. It was a narrow escape from 
inisfortune. He had had the entire expedition 
planned and ready to move as soon as Bert Holm was 
well, and now here, too, was money at his hand. He 
must see Canty at once. If divorce had intervened, 
weeks of work would have been wasted. But she 
was a reasonable young woman, Bert Holm’s wife, 
because she was also Robert Tallant’s daughter. 

And Kdt, walking home slowly through glittering 
sunshine and hurrying people, accepted for herself 
Mr. Brame’s clear coldness. Delay was right. She 
was so made, she knew, that whatever she did must 
be right in the doing, so that let the end be what it 



might, it was inevitable and then the only possible 
end. Every step to that end must be clean, she 
thought proudly. She would go straight ahead as 
she was and play fair, until Bert had had his chance. 
At least for a while there need be no more deciding. 

In this mood she reached home and found her 
father had called her. 

“ Mr. Tallant said you were to call at once, 
please, miss,’’ Smedley said, opening the door. 

That meant her mother and Gail had told him. 
She went to the telephone and dialled and waited 
for him. 

Kit ? 

‘‘ Yes, Dad ? ” 

What’s all this ? Your mother and Gail ” 

“ Don’t bother, Dad. I won’t — anyway, not 
now, until after the expedition.” 

“ But your mother said — ” she could hear how 
anxious he was. 

I know. I felt so this morning. Then I went 
to see Mr. Brame, and I saw it would be — 
disastrous.” 

“ Yes, of course, and I’m very glad you see it.” 

‘‘ Yes, I do, Dad.” 

He hesitated. “ If you’re really unhappy, Kit, 
of course we must look into it.” 

‘‘ We’ll wait and see. Dad. Only, don’t let’s talk 
about it — eh. Dad ? ” 

‘‘ No, certainly not at all,” he agreed, “ unless 
you want to ” 

I’ve made up my mind,” she answered. 

Good girl,” he said heartily, and hung up. 

Then her father thought she was doing right, too. 
It was the seal upon her decision. 

Gosh, it’s good to have that bunch of females 
gone,” Bert said to Kit that night. Then she told 
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him about the expedition, and instantly the world 
was glory for him. 

“ Sa-a-y ! ” he whistled. “ That sounds just about 
all right ! I’ve been lying here wondering what 1 
was going to do with myself. I was just waiting for a 
hunch. I can feel my legs gettin’ ready to go some- 
where. They aren’t going to want to lay here much 
longer.” 

“ Lie, Bert,” she smiled at him. 

“ Lie or lay,” he said gaily, “ they don’t want to 
do either one.” 

, . . And then, because he thought she looked a 
little down, he had hastened to say that he was glad 
the bunch of females was gone, because maybe old 
Prynne had tattled this morning. Something had 
happened. He hadn’t seen Prynne again and before 
noon a little middle-aged man with a face like a 
bird’s had come into his room and said he was the 
new nurse. He had grinned at the man and said, 
“ Bet the old lady found you.” The man had not 
answered beyond saying dryly that his name was 
Brown. It had felt damned queer to have a man’s 
hands around him. Then night came and no Connie. 
There wasn’t to be a night nurse any more. Brown 
said. He was going to sleep in the little dressing- 
room on a cot. And Bert had been lying mournfully 
all day thinking he wouldn’t see Connie any more, 
not unless he could find her address when he got well, 
and then here was Kit come in and saying there was 
going to be a new expedition and that he was going 
to be head of it. Now he knew he’d never look up 
Connie or anybody. Let ’em all go ! He was crazy 
to be off and on his way. He wanted mountains 
under his feet and mountains miles ahead and sky 
on top of him. He wanted to feel himself going up 
and up and up. If Kit felt bad about Connie she’d 
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show it now and he’d tell her it didn’t mean a thing, 
because he loved her and he had been absolutely 
faithful to her. He believed in being faithful to his 
wife and his conscience wouldn’t let him sleep with 
another woman as long as he was married. As long 
as he didn’t really sleep with anyone else, she ought 
to be satisfied — plenty of women didn’t have hus- 
bands like him. He was ready to defend himself, 
but she said nothing to show she was sore or even 
that she knew anything. Instead she went on about 
the expedition, and pretty soon she asked him a 
queer question. . • . 

Bert,” she asked, can you think of any good 
scientific reason for an expedition like this ? ” 

He laughed at her. ‘‘ I don’t climb mountains 
for anything but fun,” he said. 

No, but what can people find out on high 
mountains ? ” she insisted. 

He saw she was serious and so he defended him- 
self, a little afraid of her, as he always was when she 
was serious. 

‘‘ They can’t find out much of anything,” he 
insisted. '' Old Fessaday was always talking about 
something or other that would help him tell what 
the weather would be next year, but I never took 
any stock in that.” 

‘‘ Meteorology ? ” she inquired. 

“ Something like that,” he said carelessly. Then 
his eyes sparkled. “ No, Kit, that’s not what you go 
for. It’s the excitement — you get to gambling 
with yourself whether you can make it or not. The 
wind drags at you to pull you down and the cold 
eats into you and you can’t trust the snow. It may 
let you down into a hole a hundred feet deep — or 
maybe a thousand. There’s holes under the snow 
on mountains that haven’t any bottom. The sides 
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are solid ice, as blue as the sky. What makes ice 
blue like that, I don’t know.” 

His eyes held a boy’s wonder. “ I suppose because 
pure water is always faintly blue,” she answered 
Yes, she knew what Gail meant when she said hh 
charm came from his eagerly meeting you exactly 
where he was. 

“ Is it ? ” he asked. Then he moved his legs in 
a mighty lunge. “ Gosh, can I go tomorrow. Kit ? ” 

“ Not quite,” she answered, “ but just as soon as 
you’re well and everything is ready.” 

He lay suddenly still. “ Say, that’s right. Get 
me a pencil and some paper. Kit. I’ll begin putting 
things down. You have to do careful planning for a 
trip like this.” 

It would take more planning than Bert could do, 
she thought. Still he must think of it as his expedi- 
tion. She went away to fetch the pencil and paper. 

But Bert showed himself unexpectedly good at 
planning. He was getting stronger daily and the 
zest of planning was like a tonic. Instead of lounging 
against his pillows waiting for someone to put a glass 
of orange juice to his lips or to smooth his bed, he 
began making secret efforts to get on his feet. 
Brown, with the agitation of a sparrow, had reported 
to the doctor that the patient was unruly. 

“ Hey, you,” Dr. Leavett scolded Bert affec- 
tionately, “ you stay in bed. You don’t want a 
damaged heart, do you ? ” 

Everybody knew now that Bert Holm was going 
on a great expedition of his own into the unexplored 
region of the Himalayas. Roger Brame had sent out 
publicity notes about it that flew out over the country 
and settled everywhere in newspapers. These were 
what he called “ teasers.” His sohd information was 
to be sent out later. 
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“ My heart’s my toughest point, ain’t it. Kit ? 
Bert roared out a la,ugh. 

Wait till you get up that mountain ! ” Dr. 
Leavett replied. He took entire credit for Bert 
Holm’s recovery. When he heard a girl in a drug- 
store say to another, Gee, ain’t it swell about Bert 
Holm ? Say, I saw him once,” he felt that he had 
saved Bert Holm alive for her and for everyone. ^ He 
felt exalted by his profession and was in fine spirits. 
He went on gaily, That’s the way with hearts — 
they wait until a crucial moment and then let you 
down. And your pulse is just a little bit too slow, 
you know. I don’t know what that means. We 
must watch you.” 

“ Oh yeah ? ” Bert scoffed. But he put his legs 
back under the cover. . . . Damned little sneak of 
a man nurse to come in just when he’d managed to 
get across the room ! He’d have got back all right 
if he hadn’t been interrupted. ... . „ rx 

Work your brains as hard as you like, Dr. 
Leavett said, laughing. Brains are naturally lazy 
enough to protect themselves.” 

Bert, from his bed, then, had really begun to plan. 
Kit was surprised. They were all, she felt, secretly 
surprised, though of course no one said anything. 
They had been so long used to a helpless Bert who 
had only to be tended. Now he sat up and studied 
maps and made lists. He would, he decided, take 
Jack Rexall along as his mechanic. Kit listened, 
remembering the moment she had last seen^ him. 
Only what of it ? It mattered less than nothing in 
a world where nothing mattered much. 

• He isn’t any mountain climber,” Bert told Kit, 
chuckling. I’U never get old Rexie higher’n a 
couple thousand feet. He won’t get ahead of me 
the way I did Fessaday ; Rexie gets sick if he really 
gets high. But he’s a great mechanic and he likes 
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me. That’s important on a trip like this, Kit. 
Everybody’s got to like the leader.” 

He interviewed one man after another as he grew 
stronger, sitting wrapped in a gorgeous blue brocaded 
lounging robe. His closet was full of lounging robes 
people had sent him. He had kept only eight of the 
ones he liked best. The others Mr. Brame thought 
he’d better send to a veterans’ hospital because it 
sounded good to do that and he didn’t want them 
and they couldn’t be sent back unless people put 
in their names, which they usually didn’t. They just 
said, “ From an ardent admirer,” or something like 
that. He liked best of all this blue one. 

And wearing it, he was soon able to saunter into 
Kit’s room, turned now into a sitting room for him 
and talk with all the fellows who wanted to go with 
him. Of course he couldn’t take them all. There 
were hundreds of them. The “ hired girl,” as he 
called his new secretary, didn’t let any over thirty-five 
come in to bother him. He didn’t want any old fellows 
getting sick and holding things up the way that that 
fellow had on Fessaday. 

Kit had said, “How will you find men to go 
with you, Bert ? ” 

And Bert had answered carelessly, “ How did old 
Fessaday find me ? I heard he was going and I was 
crazy to go along. That’s how it’ll be.” 

Secretly Kit was surprised at this shrewdness, for 
indeed that was how it had been. As soon as it had 
been pubUshed that Bert Holm was out again for 
adventure, men were ready to follow him into it. 
They wrote letters and sent telegrams and arrived, 
unannounced, with suitcases or with nothing. Berts 
secretary sorted them out — no one over thirty-five, 
no one who had not climbed, no one who could not 
show a perfect physical record. Then those that 
were left came one by one into Bert’s presence. One 
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after another he saw them, eager boys, eager men, 
wanting only to go along as cook, as helper, as any- 
thing — only to be with Bert Holm on adventure. 
He was ruthless with most of them, trusting entirely 
to his “ hunches.*’ 

‘‘ I get a hunch when I look at a fellow,” he told 
Kit. I like him or I don’t like him. The ones I 
like I keep their names ; the others I forget, that’s all. 
Then I’ll look ’em over again and choose. I don’t 
want more than a dozen men in the bunch, and 
they’ve all got to be for me, see ? ” 

But Brame was firm on one man. John Baker 
must be the scientist. Mr. Canty said it must be so 
if he gave the money, because he knew and liked 
John Baker, and besides Baker was going mainly for 
new rhododendrons and orchids, and had promised 
duplicates of all he could find for Mr. Canty’s own 
private orchid collection. 

What purpose could be found for Bert? Only 
Everest among mountains would be exciting enough 
to stir public imagination again, and Bert was not 
experienced enough for Everest. They all searched 
for a good purpose to put behind Mr. Brame’s daily 
bursts of publicity. Mr. Brame, in distraction at 
last, telephoned to ask Kit if he and John Baker 
might discuss the matter with her, since Bert, while 
undoubtedly a born leader, Mr. Brame said, was 
not inclined toward science. “ A perfectly natural 
thing,” Mr. Brame’s wiry voice hastened to declare 
at her ear, my clients, I find, are nearly always 
unable — ” he tapered off without finishing. 

Kit found herself, therefore, one morning in March 
face to face with John Baker and Mr. Brame in the 
drawing room, where Smedley had conducted them. 
As soon as she saw that square rugged ugly face and 
tall knobby frame, she said impulsively, “ Oh, do come 
into the library — it’s so hard to talk in this barn.” 
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So they had gone into the library and there sat 
down, and John Baker had folded himself into a 
large chair and said nothing while Mr. Brame 
explained why he had been brought here. Then he 
said in a precise but pleasant voice, “ There isn’t 
much use in mountain climbing, if that’s what you 
mean, Brame. It’s some sort of psychosis, of course 
which drives men to climbing mountains, some in- 
stinct of escape from the humdrum or perhaps from 
themselves. But it’s an instinct and partly blind, at 
that.” 

Mr. Brame looked slightly disconcerted. 

“ You mean,” Kiit said, “ that science is not served 
by such expeditions into high altitudes ? ” 

“ Not much,” John Baker said, “ that is, after the 
plant life disappears. Fessaday professes to have 
ready to publish his data on long-range weather 
forecasting. But I haven’t seen them. My own 
interest is plants, as you know.” 

“ It is rather essential in this case,” Mr. Brame 
repeated anxiously, “ that we have a good reason 
for the expedition. Albert Canty is ready to put up 
the money.” 

John Baker chuckled suddenly, a hard dry chuckle. 
“ How did you get Canty ? I’ve been working on 
him for years, and he always told me he wasn’t going 
to finance any more expeditions because his last one 
was with some archaeological chap who used up 
about fifty thousand dollars and came back with an 
early Roman bathtub that looked like an ordinary 
American one. It’s in the museum at this moment” 

They laughed, and Mr. Brame said modestly, 
“ It was not I who did it, I must confess. Mr. Canty 
saw Mr. Holm on his return from China and at that 
time promised to finance him. Mrs. Holm told me 
about him the other day. I went to see him and we 
had a very satisfactory talk.” 
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1^11 have to see Holm/* John Baker declared, 
turning to Kit. His eyes were a clear rock grey. 

This was an honest man, she decided. ‘‘ Hell 
want to see you, certainly,'* she said quietly. 

iir, Brame was pinching his thin underlip in 
profound thought. 

I suppose/* he said slowly, '' we could say that 
5ert Holm was going in search of rare plants.’* He 
looked up with a moment’s hope at John Baker. 

‘‘ They're not medicinal, by any chance, are they ? 
That would make a good story.*’ 

But John Baker shook his head grimly. “ They’re 
not worth a darned cent to humanity,** he said. 

Kit laughed, but Mr. Brame declared with sober 
energy, I’m not going to give up on this. There 
must be some use in this expedition, and I’ll find it 
and publish it.” 

In the end he scribbled a paragraph of notes. 

‘‘ How’s this?” he inquired. ‘‘The Holm Ex- 
pedition, due to leave for the Himalayas on June 3 
of this year, is planned to include various scientific 
objectives, one of the most important being the dis- 
covery by John Baker of rare Himalayan plant life. 
Mr. Holm will devote his own time to broader aspects 
of life at high altitudes.” 

Kit, staring in wonder at Mr. Brame, saw him 
look away hastily as he went on : 

The great thing in a case like this, is to get the 
central idea of science before the public and then 
work out the details.” He rose and shook hands 
with Kit. I’ll leave Mr. Baker with you, Mrs. 
Holm. If Mr. Holm feels well enough- ’* 

“ He feels quite well today,” Kit said. 

Ah, splendid ! *’ Mr. Brame replied. 1 11 
make a note of that.” 

Left with John Baker, she said, ‘‘ Shall we go 

up?- 
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“ I am quite at your service,” he said. 

She led the way upstairs and opened the door of 
her old room where a big desk stood in place of her 
bed. Upon it was a heap of letters which Mr. Brame 
had culled and sent to Bert now that he was nearly 
well. But he had not opened them. He was lying 
upon the couch, tapping the end of a pencil against 
his beautiful white teeth ^ and frowning over a list 
of equipment he had written in his sprawling un- 
formed writing. 

“ Bert,” she said, “ this is John Baker.” 

He looked up. “ Hello,” he said, turning his 
bright blue gaze upon them. John Baker bowed 
slackly and sat down. 

“ I’ll leave you to talk,” she said, and went to the 
door. And then, happening to glance at Bert, she 
saw his look and instantly knew its meaning. He 
was having one of his hunches. 

“ Why, he’s going to hate John Baker ! ” she 
thought, amazed. 

“ I have a hunch against the fellow, I tell you,” 
Bert was saying stubbornly. “ I don’t want him. 
He’s one of those wise guys and I told him I wouldn’t 
need him.” 

They had all hurried to Bert’s room because Mr. 
Brame had telephoned M[r. Tallant in agitation that 
he wanted to be allowed to resign from Bert Holm. 

“ You can’t resign, Brame ! ” Mir. Tallant had 
roared over the telephone. “ Damn it, man, what’ll 
we do with him ? ” 

“ I don’t mind telling you, Mr. Tallant,” Mr. 
Brame’s thin voice seemed to crackle over the wires, 
“ what I didn’t dare tell Baker this morning, that 
I only got Canty to back the expedition after he 
heard Baker was going. Canty isn’t as enthusiastic 
about Mx. Holm as he was when he made that offer. 
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He’s not a climbing man himself, and he’s heard 
some stories he doesn’t like. He’s a very religious 
man and a teetotaller. One never knows where one 
will find fundamentalism these days. It goes to show 
we must get some positive publicity going at once, 
because a popular reaction against immorality has 
set in. But Canty knows Baker is straight; and 
finally he said he’d stick by his promise if Baker was 
going, but he knew Baker wouldn’t go in for what 
he cdled a hoopety-hoop publicity stunt. I’m afraid 
his interest in Bert Holm has cooled. I’ve tried to 
get another good scientific name — Benton Ayres — 
but he won’t go. Says he doesn’t want to get into 
the Holm limelight.” 

“ You go right on with the plans, Brame,” Mr. 
Tallant shouted, and clapping down the receiver he 
had gone straight home in a taxi and found Kit and 
her mother and they had all gene up to Bert’s room. 
They talked for an hour. 

“ See here,” Mr. Tallant said finally to Bert’s 
stubbornness, “ it’s this way. Baker goes and you 
all go. He doesn’t go and nobody goes — that’s the 
gist of it.” 

“ Bert, don’t be silly,” Mrs. Tallant said briskly. 
She could scarcely wait for the expedition to start. 
The house wouldn’t be itself until Bert was out of it. 
She was so sick of flowers that if another box of 
roses was opened in her presence she would scream. 
“ You’re the leader, aren’t you ? You can do what 
you like, surely, once you are on the way.” 

“ I rather liked John Baker,” Kit said quietly. 
So she had, though his gravity had been so immense 
when he came downstairs from Bert’s room this 
morning that she had felt a premonitory shadow. 

“ Goodbye, Mrs. Holm,” he had said formally, 
and had given her hand one abrupt shake and had 
said not a word about being glad to meet Bert. 
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“Make up your mind, Bert,” Mr. Tallant 
insisted. 

Bert looked suddenly exhausted. 

“ Oh hell,” he said peevishly, “ let him go, then. 
I don’t care.” 

He was in bed and he turned away from them 
and put his face to the wall. Kit felt suddenly sorry 
for him, and when her parents were gone she went 
to him and put her hand on his shoulder. 

“ Bert ? ” she whispered. 

But he shook her hand off with a shrug of his 
shoulder. She waited a moment more, and then 
when he did not move she, too, went quietly away. 
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with her mother and Gail and John Baker and 
wrote down what they said. Gail’s imagination was 
strong on matters of comfort. 

“ I’d want something like an eider-down,” she 
said. “ Two bags, an eider-down and then a close 
outside covering, canvas or denim, and laced with 
big brass eyelets over a flap.” 

In the big softly carpeted living room of the New 
York house Mrs. Tallant and Gail, who had never 
in their lives known cold or hunger or fatigue, sat 
imagining and planning what men would need upon 
the snowy slopes of the Himalayas : lightness 
because everything must be carried upon men’s 
backs over rocks and frozen tracks beaten out of the 
ice and snow ; warmth because the cold was as deep 
as the cold of the poles ; and above all simplicity in 
everything from the way shoes and leggings were 
fastened to the putting up of tents and the cooking 
of food, because at such altitudes the brain was 
numbed by lack of oxygen, and the hands were like 
fingerless clubs. 

Kit, looking at her mother neat and handsome 
in her morning dress and at Gail always the smart 
young matron, admired them. 

“ I don’t see how you can think of these things,” 
she said. 

“We Tallants are not so far from the wagon 
trail,” Mrs. Tallant answered. “ I can remember 
my grandmother telling me how she had to put 
everything she owned into a wagon and be ready 
for hot weather or cold.” 

Kit felt the same solid heredity in herself. It 
compelled her to buy books on mountain climbing 
and Himalayan expeditions and study them and 
compare them with what Bert could tell. He could 
not read a book. Print brought no image to his 
mind, but a photograph made him break into eager 

246 



explanations. l)lunt {iin-fmgcr tracing the lines 

of a photograph guided her u|) the .slope of Mount 
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“ Men wear out a lot more easily than women 
do,” Mr. Tallant observed. 

“ Why don’t you just go to Darjeeling ? ” Gail 
suggested. “ I’ve always wanted to go to Darjeeliiw 
myself. People seem to have a lot of fun there.” 

Harvey Crane, sitting on the edge of family con- 
clave, said nothing. He would be glad to have the 
expedition go as soon as possible. Men, all on the 
brink of adventure, were wearing Gail thin. She 
knew the whole expedition and with all of them, as 
far as he could see, maintained a mocking flirtation. 
They were constantly under foot at his house. He 
kept watching to see if one were more at home than 
the others, but could discover no difference in her 
treatment of them. 

“ Poor fellows, maybe they’ll never come back," 
she said when he complained. “ It’s like sending 
them off to war.” She smiled at him. “ All’s fair ? ” 
she inquired. 

He had grunted. “ I give you too much leeway.” 

“ Only to the end of my rope,” she had said and 
laughed. 

He tried now to imagine Bert and Kit upon the 
Himalayas. But he could not imagine the Himalayas 
or why anyone should go there. Certainly he coidd 
not see Kit’s slight figure toiling upwards. What 
did they do — rope themselves together, didn’t they ? 
Kit roped to Bert, her life depending upon his ! 
The solemnity of this symbolism held him a moment. 
Things were very unfair for women. How would he 
feel if it were Gail ? But Gail was married to a safe 
man. He decided to speak after all, though he made 
it his business never to interfere in Tallant affairs. 

“ In my opinion. Kit had better wait at the foot 
of the mountain,” he said. Inwardly he thought 
that there was always the possibility of an avalanche 
sweeping Bert oflf the map. 
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Kit in n low t^n'cii sal in cliuir sat listening. At 
such conclaves she had always sat in silence until she 
was sure how her lii<‘ was going. H'it went as .she 
wished, there was no need to sj)eak. If it did not, 
she would simi>ly wait until later and then announce 
quietly what she was ‘gning to do. Thus she had 
decided that she innsi gu to Franee jin- a year with 
her mother t<i iierl'eet her h'reneh and again that 
she was to go to e(illeg<- in:;tead <j1' tn a liuishing 
school as (lail ha<l, tnid in her soidu iiuore year that 
she was to nitiKe lier t|niet little dehnt (hiring (Ihrisl- 
mas holidays, and the \ear alter her itradnalion that 
she was to go to tdiioa with her parents. Now .she 
must speak. 

“1 think I’ll jnsi go as lar as I can,” .she said 
peacealdy. She lixtked ai<itnut at theni apologetic- 
ally and smiled. None of them helieved much in 
her when it e.mie In dning smnrfhing dillieult, she 
could see, H'r nothin'.' ( ould < h.mge her slight stature 
and smooth dark (hiidiike l.ne. She did not blame 
anyone for thinking -sh'- was iueapable of any great- 
ness. lihe prob.ddy w.r;, luit then .she hud no desire 
for it and she was not '.'oitig tlir that. Behind their 
alfectionate toler.imc she umld go on living in her- 
self as she likeil. 

“ Y(»u needn't \Miriy about sue,” .she tidded 
vaguely. “ I won't do anything d.mgerotts.” They 
laughed at her with 'aiddm delight, as they probably 
had ktughed at her uhen she took her lust step, not 
expecting it then or now. 

“ Kit, yttn ii*ok like a baby i dome here and kiss 
me,” her tnother t itmm.uKied. She w ent over to her 
mother obediently, ;uid on the way t»vrr met Harv'Cy’s 
cool grey eye.s. ‘i'iiry ssrrr tilled with di.stnist. 

She did not Ibre.ser what this tieeision to go to the 
Himaiaytis wtmld do in tli.it sirungc great presence 
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in which she lived with Ih-rt, t!ic [iresciu-c ofalltli 
millions of people w ho eomcrued themselves wid 
lh(' details ol' hen's lile. She was one of those detail 
she now ilisioverei 1, .eid .is a deinil diverted to he*' 
self letters and trio.,-,, ms and newspapers report 
Mr. ih-ame on mir ,,1 his leip,).,,. .Piilv visits laiUed 
sotindlessly and showi'd her a sweliim^ I’it' in hi 
l)riei-ea.se. "Mrs. Ik-rt ih-liu,'' it was marked 
Without replviii;;, she handed to him that'dw’. 
unoprneil mail. 

He (ounled (he letlei “ 1’ itt\-srveii more today 
than yesteid.iy," he aid atid tiuuliliuy in hiscasche 
hromtht out a neat!', twoed ,hert. “1 thought it 
might amuse vou,” he said, “ just to see wfiatsortof 
thing they wnie n. \,.u ahont. 'I'hrv’re nearly all 
Women, hut there .ire .i (rw men. I'hi.s is a week’s 
rdsunu'-." 

She look it, glaiue.i timidlv .it the items. One 

hnndreil .md tweais - ..i\ mru h.ul “ expressed ad- 
inir.ition,” tin* stmo p aplin-'s mol report said, 'and 
many more women had srui ret iprs and good advice 
and were knitting ’.we.tiei , .usd w.inteii to know the 
.si/e of ilert’s foot lor mk k-, .tin! w.inled her to know 
titey would prav lot her sMten they pr.iyed for Bert 
and were jr.dotis o! i.er .md hoped she knew how 
wonderful ilerl iiohn w.r, and soiur wanted to know 
il hf ht hex ( d in t »otl, she s.iw' tin'll' hires rising 
hehim! the page, wt ilul, unknown, shy and bold 
lint even the ;dn, ours t.aild hr hold* svlien they 
tliouglit no one would knosv. .She h.uidrd the sheet 
b.n k to Mr. Hianir. 

“ I tlioughl sou Would hr .uinisrtl," he .said. 

But siir sluH<k hei he. id. ‘‘ t .uu lt.i()pier if I don't 
know .thout thrill," she .uisurird. " I’m glad I’m 
guini' aw.ty hum ihein,*’ slie .iddeth 

Ih.if night whet) shr w.n going thnnigh her desk 
she liiund in a drawer the seal she had bought in 



Peking. She had used it for a while and then had put 
it away and forgotten it. Tire smooth dull white ivory 
was polished until it seemed light and warm in her 
hands. She set it uixm the toj) of her desk and there 
it took on all the old illusion of perfect proportion. 
The tiny mountain looked infinitely high and upon 
its surfece the atom man toiled upward. She had 
felt when she bouglit it that it would mean something 
to her. But it had not. Here in New York she had 
put it away and forgoitcn it. Perhaps now it would 
mean something. She deciihal suddenly to take it 
with her. 


They were very nearly off at last. The .ship was 
ready to move from llu': dock. Kit, looking down 
from the deck on the spn-ad of upturned white faces, 
saw Mr. Brarne wandering luippily among the crowd. 
All morning he had Ix-en taking its emotional pulse 
as the people wtiitial for Brnt ;md as they waved and 
cheered Bert when he arrived and went aboard, 
handsomer than ever this siiring day in his white 
flannels. Bert’s illness had improved him. He 
looked thinner and becomingly older, and he had 
learned how to ac.ccpt cheers without becoming 
sullen with shyue.s,s. Now he stood by the rail, very 
straight and bold, the sea wind rufiling his shining 
hair. Sonuuimes a voice, .shouted from the crowd, 
“ That’s Bert ! 'riicre he is. Hi, there, Bert ! ” 
Then he raised his arm and waved and smiled, his 
white teeth glittering. Beside him, closc-mouthed 
and gruff with strangene.ss, wa.s Jackie Rexall, and 
dustered loosely about him were the young men 
who made u]> tlic expedition. 

Nearer to him tluin Kit was stood Gail, very 
handsome in brown ami dull gold, a little gold hat 
with a dark veil pulled down on one side of her 
head. But Harvey wa.s there, too, and wherever 
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Gail’s picture would appear tomorrow, Harvey’s 
solid figure would appear near her. Mr. and mL 
Tallant stood carefully beyond camera range, and Kit 
was with them except when a man came up and said- 

“ Please, Mrs. Holm, would you just for a momeat 
stand beside Bert ? The public’s interested to see 
you, too.’’ 

She always stepped obediently to Bert’s side and 
smiled until she heard the camera click. Mr. Brame 
had taught her that. “ I suggest you smile, Mrs. 
Holm, in your photographs. Your face in gravity 
is not good publicity.” She might as well smile 
because it was over more quickly. The photo- 
graphers would urge her, “ Give us a smile — a nice 
smile,” and wait until she forced the unwilling smile 
to her lips. “ Look happy ! ” That was what they 
said. “ People want you to look happy ! ” 

Only John Baker was not there with the othen. 
Kit saw him saunter along the deck once or twice 
his lips cynical and his eyes averted. To reporters 
who searched him out as second in importance only 
to Bert Holm on the expedition, he shook his head. 
“ Haven’t a thing to say,” he declared. “ I hope 
to find some rare rhododendrons and a couple of 
new orchids, that’s all.” 

“ What will you do with them ? ” someone in- 
quired eagerly. 

“ Nothing, just find them,” he declared. 

Bert made far better copy. He was picturesque 
and frank, and he did not need ELit to speak for him 
any more because he knew now there was no reason 
for him to be afraid. People liked him the way he 
was and they liked the way he talked. 

“ Sure, I’m going for fun,” he said, laughing. 
“ Climbing mountains is always fixn for me. Only, 
of course” — he remembered Mr. Brame — “I 
hope a lot of good scientific stuff will come out of it. 
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I’m 


looking to Itakof for that, and tho otliers. 
^at’s that ? t )h, jatrr. yes, i’ll tin some sUiir 
„,vcdf measuring altitudes and ‘trtting weather 
SmAs and all tl.at, . . . Well, wr'i! land at 
Bombay and then w.-’ll pusli on up m russ North 
India to the luotintain Vrah, we're gonna 

have a second hone\ni.i,ai. Kit ami 1. h’e.ih, .sure, 

I believe in preparedm- . , ior war ! I'd l>r tlie I'lrst 
to fight if anyone stepped .,ii -dd I m le S.uu ! " 

I'lc Iittd sjtent M.iish .uid Ajirii .it Clm Harry, 
livine i't the ,snn, tuid hr u.e. bnmurd .uid well and 
his eyes wer<' hhin th.ui <Aef .iml hr had never 
photogriipln-d heller. , , 

Gail, tidmiring hun. uhi perrd to her mother, 
“He’s reallv wondnlnl, vou know. Sonieitow he 
nianttttes to h<* Ininsfdi m tlir undsl ot .dl tins. 

“ I stipposi* -SO, Nit'i. I .di.nit agi'eeii, il that s 

anything.” 

“Mother ! ” tlail trieil, l.nighter shttwitig under 


her eyelids. 

Mrs. Tallant tlid m>i -pr.ik. jie.t as soon us she 
could, she was going aw.iv to the .s.iiuilorinm atid 
get her hlood-prrsMtir dov.n. Mr. Taliaiit leaned 
toward her and s.iid in ,i low voire, " I’ve a good 
mind to (loidile Hi.unr’s Irr on this. lie’s pulled 
itoli'verv well.” 

“ He certainly deserve- it,” she .tgreed. 

ll:u‘V(*y ( '.r.iue, st.oiditut i.iithliillv la'-utir his wife, 
was inwardly ;.eethii.e. to hi-, own surprise. Why 
did a fi’llow like f’.rii Ihilni h.ive to look as every 
man, in itis own %n lel he.u t heliind ifte threshohi of 
OlUWitrd St oiling, litnerd tt» litok ? Hei't llohil was 
any wiunan’s drr.un m* use pretendini; that even 
Gail W'ouhl not iiavr hren heftrr pir.isrd it with all 
else he tonhi h.tvr lookrti like Iteit ! Lilb wa,s 
insenitahie. For t lail had told him tfiat the fellow’s 
forebears were notlting i>ut onliuary farm folk, and 
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yet all the generations of his own New England 
ancestry had only served to give him his dun- 
coloured thinning hair and somewhat narrow 
shoulders and an endless battle with a pot-bellv 
small it was true, but always there. It almost made 
one doubt the precepts which formed his mother’s 
creed. Blood — there was no trusting it, if out of 
the crudest, most commonplace blood transplanted 
to a rocky American farm from none knew where 
in Europe, it produced this narrow-hipped, broad- 
shouldered creature of beauty. Who appreciated 
brains and an ancestry today ? Not this mob ! 

The last gong rang. “ It’s time to go,” he told 
Gail. He was so silly as to dislike it that she held 
up her cool lips to Bert’s enthusiastic kiss. He 
heard a camera click and grew angrier than he 
would have thought possible. But it was not a 
thing he would care to mention to Gail. 

“ Goodbye,” he said formally to Bert. He was 
glad once again that the Himalayas were on the 
other side of the world. 

“ Kit, darling,” her mother murmured, “ don’t 
go about alone in foreign streets. I never did like it.” 

“ Goodbye, Kit,” Mr. Tallant said. “ Do as you 
like and have a good time.” He gave her one of his 
dry purse-lipped kisses. 

“ Goodbye — good luck ! ” Mr. Brame said with 
unusual excitement. “ Don’t you worry, Mrs. 
Holm, about anything. As soon as Mr. Holm is 
gone, I shall begin at once on the plans for his 
return.” 

Kit felt an amused compunction as she gave him 
her hand. “ Thank you for all you’ve done,” she 
said. 

“ I haven’t done anything, dear lady,” he assured 
her, touched by her kindness. People so often forgot 
to thank him. 
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“ You’ve niiuU- liiiiu" slic said quietly. 

“ Weil only pe! lia[w " he coughed modestly. 

He looked at licit with a|iprcciation. Bert was 
fending oil tl>e last rcporli-rs laughingly- “ Ofc.our.se 
tie’s vcTV gooi I uiateri.il,” .Mr. Braiiic said. “With 
hi.s look.s,’’ he added, '* people will always believe 
in him. And lhat’.s the iir.st e'SHculial — to get people 
to believe.” 

She c-Kiuniued him to sec if there were irony any- 
where in him. But tlmre w.is not. He was looking 
at Bert with the honest aiimiration of a potter 
whose hand is bill of line clay. 

He still wtisn’t .1 hundred jier cent all right, Bert 
dccitlctl. Rc.st was what he needl'd, after all the 
racket. 

“ Guc.ss I’ll find me a .steamer chair and lie down, 
Kit,” he said. The ship was getting out to .sea now. 
It was only mid-alternoon, and a long time to go 
before supper. “ I’ll lie liown :md maybe get the 
steward to get me some soup or something,” he said. 

“ I’ll go ;md hud the deck steward,” Kit said. 

He let hi-r, because he ielt tired and then waited 
for her, leaning over the r.iii, staring at the misty 
skyline. The deck wa.s almost empty. Everybody 
must he downsttiirs impai king. A good sleep was 
what he needeiL He put his haiul in his pocket 
and took it ont again. Connie’.s letter was there. 
He’d read it when he was alosic, just to sec how silly 
the poor fool svas. N’o, he’d tear it up now and 
throw it overboard. There were iilenty oi' leliei-s 
from silly dame.s in his mail every day, hut he never 
could get excited over lettera from women he’d 
never .seen. He wasn’t excited over Connie either. 
But she wrote a wonderful letter. He read it 
quickly, tore it to bit*, and watched the wind toss 
them into the sunlight. I k’d never seen her again — 
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didn’t want to. But siic worsliippcd Idm, po^, , 
Not that it was any pooil hr was I'aithful to' 
and to slay so. Mr. lhainc h.td sai(i .soinetl 

funny yesterday when he eanie tdr his last t 
When Kit w.is out nf the room he had .said in 
queer .seoldiiiit sort nfu.iy. " 1 ninsl warn'yom 
and i;>r all, Mr. Unhn, ayainsi any entantrlcn 
with women on this frt|i. If uili he ihtal to\ 
reputation and (o the Bnihi-np 1 ,ini jirepar 
'I'he one thin:; the Xmei j, .m peojdr will not uiy 
is (ip<‘n innnor.ility 

He’d spoken ri'.dit up to Mt. lir.iine. " 
want you to know i’m t.iiihlni to mv wif-.” 

It was the truth, hut Mr. Br.inie h.ni looket 
him as if he liad somethin',; t.u liitn ,ind he wa 
goiu,!..; to leii. It ini'dlt hr l.iK, li„, 

Iiardly reiuemhrr i.ilv .mv luoie, she was ,so l„itgi 
Ht'gues-sed tii.it old iii:',ine;.'. w.is done with.™-' 
hadn't eoinc out liv uovs. it never would. { 
Mom, wanting to toine down to srr liim off 
Pop petting 'iik .so siir (oiildn’i ! He had gon 
.see them alone lor ,i d.iv and ;,!,<• h.ui gip-j 
about i’op's takiiip now ol .ili time.. 
witli the tows to milk ! He’d told thnu to hi| 
man anti iie’d pa\ lot it. \odiimr ww-; i;,ioiJ 
his Mtim. He thomdu waimlv oi Iut ruonn’on,s 
rmhrate, 

“ I tlon’l see vot! h.udK aiiv nioie, .Motu," 
had eomplaitieii. it Irh like ohi da\s when he 
a kiii. 

“ I ft, It s wljat I sav," '.hr nioumrd. *' Ihij | c 

htuige Pop irotii the jil.iie,” 

" I ain’t goin“ nowhejc," iVip had .s.tid front 

bed. 

\ou tiught til, i’oj», hr h.td .smlded the 

matt. " I toiilii take voti jd.ti rs ti.nv,” 

But the old m.tu hail sh.ikrn his he.ni. 



He saw Kit (‘ooiiniJ!; cJnwii the (hck in her white 
coat. She was earr\''iiit( lic’r liai in lier liaiKl and the 
wet wind wa..s alread.\- inakini,,!; {iro|)s on lier ciiriy 
hair. Shr was s«j jjrcatw his hrart went out to Iict 
and he held out iii-^ ;nur,. Hr Inidii't done tliat for 
along tinua She .'auih'd but she ilid not run into 
them as slie used In. Ilf* hdt Inirt Idr a ininuU^ until 
he saw two wtHinnt slarint!; nn\ ui'a window at them. 
He dropixai Ids arm. then. Daiimd' lie liei^an. 
But Kit eaine up U> liinn 

I have your elnur all rrailyd’' she. said, on the 
Other sid<‘ <>ul oldlie wind. .Am! \'f>nr rui;'* is then* too. 
And I told tile steward fi» luany you tea \vith sand- 
wiches and eakc'.'' 

It soundeti so ly ><:}(,.{ lie hu’sya c*verytlung else. 
After all, lie ousylit to !..d\.f* earc’ el' himself, . . . 

Down in tlieii’ suite [\i( surveys ed the mass of 
mail and tiiiwers. fin' mother liad wanted fier to 
bring a maid, at h\v t until tiiry rraelual India, !)ut 
she had not want*”,! uui%aner of a maid. Now 
for on<‘ instant -he IjrJ |nr n!d Sai’ah or Rose 
to clean awav liir hfa.jr., 'Thmi slie set herself to it. 
She wotdd sort the- hatm:* and telet*;rams into pre- 
liminary pile's, atid tlam tinm e'Vrrytliing caxeepl 
family letters o\fr n* \l nden ( biunhes, the young 
man who was tu te* brads olht lal sreretary, 

Sht' worked qmruls iwr near ly an hnur, and then 
at tin* bottom ai the pile .she saw a long white 
envelope site knew iii,,.iaMtlv. If w»is from Nonnam 
Slu* had w.iiird tor that envelope hundreds of times 
in many parts of the world. SoMiedmes it had come, 
often it liad not. but today she Imd not waited fi>r 
it nor expnini it. Stir hail not even seen Norman 
again or heard his voi< r sim r that night on the 
telephone, lirtaiinir in'erytiring %vas to he as it wtis 
until after die rxjitniiuon ; if iiiusi in fairness to Bert 
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be as it was. She loathed married women wl'*’ 
dallied with other men. She and Gail could 
agree on that. 

“ What does it matter ? ” Gail had said. “ HarV^y 
knows I don’t care about anyone else.” 

“ Then why go about with anyone else ? ” 
had inquired. 

“ For fun, you little Puritan,” Gail had s:iW’ 
making a face at her. “ I do lots of things only lot 
fun.” 

It was quite true. Gail was incurably flighty 
the surface and infinitely sound at bottom. But sh®' 
Kit, was not Gail. Better, perhaps, if she could I’® 
more like Gail, and not as she was, so that thing* 
either meant too much or else nothing at all and so 
were worth nothing ! 

She tore open the envelope, and there in ® 
square block of small writing in the middle of th* 
page Norman said : 

“ Kit, I see you’re off to the ends of the world- 
Why I care about everything you do, God knows. 
Here’s hoping you have a good time and find your 
heart’s desire, if it’s in the Himalayas. I don’t 
believe I ever thought to ask you what it is. Remind 
me next time we meet — I’d like to know. Mean- 
while, here’s looking at you ! . . . F.S. — My jflay 
is postponed. I thought of more stuff to put in and 
took it back. It’s going to be a knock-out now.” 

That was what he always did — dragged his plays 
back and put more stuff in them. Producers frowned 
and roared, but if he saw something he had to put 
in he brushed them aside. “ Biggest gamble in the 
world,” she had heard one of them snarl ; “play’s 
likely to be a flop, anyway. He’s always trying to 
get in too much. People don’t miss it when it isn’t 
there, don’t want it when it is. Damn him, I’d turn 
him down cold if I wasn’t afraid he’d run off with it 
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somebody else and then it would turn out a hit. 

IJwouldbe just his crazy luck.” 

She sat reading the few lines over and over. He 
was perilously near loving her again. Perhaps he 
did love her and would not let himself see it. She 
realized it, but without exultation. If she were more 
like Gail she could touch a match to tinder and find 
out. But she never could — not unless she were ready 
to throw her own life into the blaze thus begun. She 
held the letter a moment longer. She would not tear 
it up. Yes, she would. She did not want any letters 
over which again to dream since of one thing only 
was she now sure. Dreams were not to be trusted. 

The days on the ship took on their regularity. 
Bert was t akin g this expedition very seriously. What- 
ever Mr. Brame had planned it to be, to Bert it was 
also the most important thing he had ever done. He 
began gravely to train himself in food and drink. 
Liquor, indeed, he refused completely. 

“ I don’t want my heart to go back on me,” he 
declared, “ maybe at a minute when I’m hanging 
on to a rock and need all I’ve got to go on to the top.” 

He ate voraciously but carefully and went to bed 
early and walked miles every day in a close routine 
which he wrote upon a piece of paper and pinned on 
the back of the bathroom door. And every morning 
at eleven he gathered his men together for what he 
called a “ fight talk.” 

“ Where Fessaday fell down with his men,” he 
told Kit, “ was he never gave them any enthusiasm 
for him. Gosh, we didn’t care if the old geezer got 
there or not ! He used to give everybody their orders 
and then he’d never look at any of us again. Well, 
naturally, we didn’t feel loytJ. Now I handle my 
men different. I’m going to tell ’em my plans and 
ideas and get their co-operation. ’Course I’m the 
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leader, but every man will get what he deserv'es. 
When the publicity goes out, their names will be iii 
it. I’ll tell Frisk to put it in.” 

Frisk was the young newspaper reporter whom at 
the last moment Mr. Brame had decided to. send 
along. “ I want the publicity to be centralized in 
one man,” he had told Bert. I d like it understood, 
Mr. Holm, that nobody can send out any publidty 
except Jimmie Frisk. He’s a good man, one of the 
best young chaps on the News, and he’ll send all hb 
stuff to me and I’ll look it over to see if it is right for 
the build-up.” 

James Frisk, when he appeared at Bert’s morning 
conferences, was a slender pale young man with 
alert, greenish eyes beneath heavy sand-coloured 
hair. He said nothing and kept to himself a good 
deal. Each evening he handed Bert a sheaf of typed 
pages to be read. 

“ That what you want ? ” he inquired when Bert 
handed them back. 

“ Swell,” he said heartily, “ perfectly swell, 
Jim ! ” 

For at the very first morning talk Bert had insisted 
that they all call each other by their first names. 

“ You certainly can call me Bert,” he said to them 
heartily and laughed as he added, “ I guess every- 
body does, anyway.” 

They had all smiled at him the responding smiles 
which he had now come to expect from everyone 
around him. Baker was the only one who didn’t 
smile. He sat at the far end of the table hanging on 
to the crooked pipe that he smoked all day. 

“ Okay ? ” he had called over to Baker, just to 
show he wanted to be pleasant. 

“ I prefer last names, Holm, since you ask me,” 
Baker had answered, and then had gone on to explain. 
“ On an expedition like this where we shall be thrown 
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rather than nu>rc i-^ th'- '-.itiT ihin", 

Bert flhl '»'( uiah-i uiiat I’.alrr was lalkint!: 

about. ThelVUuu- .yhi....Ue.h. Hr didn’t 

let you Okay. 

Baker. RnuruilKa- that, ft Umus I want everybody 

to have their own ^a luv hiumi^n Un^i an it; 

clout hnia op atr.thiie iinpoitant;' 

To Kit 051-1011 . on tirek he ^taid, 

“rmgniiu.': toh.e,^’ tn^oblr uilh iKiLriT' 

‘•^Oh no. Ihat ! ’ hr tiird. .Not already ! ' ’ 
Kothiny vet. doiih v. ta rv/' he said. “ but 1 wish 
I had rollow<‘d \n\ hniu h. I ae\er knew iute td'niy 


C'leli other’s <oinpanv until siek<’n of the 
VC talk and walk anti brlnive. hsss intimacy 


!('r thiiey’* 

d vdni! tkikei was talking 
i old .i-> a h'Ji. I Ir diilif t 
Inu! only :;aid, ( )kay, 
1!^ »s\s I want <'verybody 
niv e\fHHiidi>n so long as it 


tiet’k he said. 


1 1 . •. ib!r with IkikerT 


huiudiestogo wron y 

What iiid Bakin' do : sbr asUnL 
‘‘NoUiing." Ikai inasird. “ lie just donT wami 
tocuH)p<*rate. i 1 an frri hr^; that wav." 

He wasstiddrnly se* rrtivr and she w'tnild not press 
him. When he uitlnlrrw itilo that Ntuhhont se<*ret- 
ivtmess wliieli was al .0 a pari of his naitiiT, she now 
kiuav, evtm tliotrdj. it wme about a snuill thing, she 


stopped, 

for not yet eotdd she torgra, wtien he turned 
secretive, that he InnI never tolil lirr about Kily. 
She woiulereit now and again whether he ever 
wotikl, thinking soiiiediues ifiai he would not and 
again ladieving that lie musL ‘I In* faei of lily no 
longer mattered t* > hei . She knew it and had adjtistcd 
herself to the iralit v. She ^ i»u!d even rrineinlmr that 
morning tn the tii'ug”Sfore amt feel ih.il Lily was 
honest thongl^ her son! wa** Manely more eoniplex 
than an amoeba. But ihrrr were limes still when 
she was alone with that ihai slie wanted him to fell 
her, if merely ihai ;dir might not lert sti hopelessly 
far from him. At this nioinriil wdirii her mind flew 
to his secrelj she frit idweswii with her liiowdcdge 
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only because he would not speak, nor could she tell 
him she knew, until he spoke first, for that would be 
to force him to a place to which he had not come of 
his own will. She had long reasoned thus thoroughly 
in her own brain, that she must not speak if he did 
not because she could not bear the sight of his eyes 
growing furtive with resentment at being forced to 
break open his instinctive secrecy. 

But something new occurred to her now as she 
lay in her deck-chair beside Bert’s and watched the 
water rise toward the ship and then foam away 
again. She had never told him about Norman. 
Now in this moment she was aware of being unjust 
in not having told him about Norman. There was 
not much to tell, not any use in telling, was there? 
In going back to — no, except that she was demand- 
ing of Bert that he go back, and there had been no 
difference between marriage and the sort of love she 
had once given Norman, no real difference. She had 
wanted and planned to marry. She suddenly saw 
she had been monstrously unjust in not doing herself 
what she demanded of Bert, but she had not so seen 
it before. She sat up and rushed to instant amends. 

“ Bert,” she began impulsively, “ there’s some- 
thing I haven’t told you — about myself, I mean.” 

Now that she had begun she felt foolish and 
awkward, but she had to go on — no climbing back. 
He did not change his look, and she was not sure 
whether he heard her as he lay stretched out in his 
own chair where he had thrown himself, his eyes 
closed. 

“ There was someone — Norman Linlay — he 
writes plays. I was terribly in love with him, Bert, 
before I ever met you.” 

He looked up, startled. 

“ Were you engaged ? ” he asked, solemnly, after 
a moment. 
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“Yes,” kIk' 

She saw him takiii:' tiiw info his thought slowly. 
Yes he niin(l<'(l it. Mm went nn quiekly, “He 

^gci’clcd not to ’’ No, that was evading it. “ I 

mean he he didn’t i.ire (h) on, .she 
told hersell' itereelv, sa\ the ii-.d word! “He 
didn’t love me enungh,” she said. 

There, .she hmi in.ade the eut s dean into her.self ! 
Hnmiliation was .sll!\ , .invway, iuil o-.u* }!;(»t over it 
last oi' eV(Tythiti,g I’a-it w.is stariiie at her with pity 
plain on his face nothing Inn pile. 

“Aw, Kit, tint's t‘Hi h.id " He put out hit 
hand and seized hers. 

hhe emild not he.ir Ids pifv. It was repulsive. 

“Oh, 1 chm’t mind now,” she said (piiekly. 
It was necessary to hnigli, to speak lightly atid 
quickly, that she miyln not he tortured. She drew 
her haiit! awav. 

“Thtii’s right,” he s.iid ami turned over to face 
her. “Don’t vam t .nr. Hestdes, Kit, if it hadn’t 
happened like that, look what would have luippettcd 
to us ■ ■ we'd never h.iv e got m, in ted ! ” 

This was all his «ou.ol.nion! She could not 
answer. She sal there in tlie hiight stmlight of a 
June inoniing at sra, so suddenly nvereoine with 
misery and a sense ot all gotie wrong with her that 
she was eoinprllrii tow.nd the whole purpose for 
which she had spoLm. Nhr said, her ryes lised on 
thef.irthesl edge of the Mur w.nrr, ” Bert, suinetitttes 
you simt yotti'selfae, dir t nir. I)(»you know you do ? 
I wish you’d Irrl von lotthi tell inr everything — or 
even just anything 1" 

She hioughl Iter ipi.-r lia<k from t!tr meeting of 
sky and sr.i to lie.ir hdh. njion him. But wltat she 
saw after all was the « hildisli furtive look that she 
dreaded creep over the hlitruess of' his eyes. 

“ You mean Baker f ” lie asked. “ I icli you, he 



just isn’t going to co-operate.” And then he added 
with his old sullenness, “ I don’t know what you’re 
talking about anyway, Kit.” 

She did not answer. She need not have spoken 
at all. They were only where they began. They 
would never be further than that. She longed to 
have her words back again, but they had gone from 
her and now were lost and never to be repeated. 

And yet, if she accepted a fundamental wron? 
with life, it was amazing how much remained to be 
right. She found she could separate herself into two 
persons, one being Mrs. Bert Holm and the other 
the old Kit Tallant who she had always been, and 
Kit Tallant need not always be disturbed over the 
difficulties of Mrs. Bert Holm. 

She had been one of those children who had a 
dream companion, a child, whether girl or boy she 
never knew so exquisite and evanescent had the 
child been. As she had grown older the child had 
vanished, not suddenly but gradually, appearing 
less and less often as living people crowded in, and 
at last coming no more. She felt the memory of her 
still, rather than remembered her. The child had 
not grown older as she grew, so from looking up to 
the child and worshipping her as she had when she 
was little, she came to look on the child as her equal, 
and at last as she herself grew older and more 
adequate for her own days the child seemed to her 
to be quite frail and shrinking, dependent upon her, 
indeed, for all its being. And at last she had let the 
child die, not suddenly or consciously, but merely by 
forgetting her, knowing all the while, too, that the 
child had somehow once been a part of her own seE 

Now Kit found herself looking upon Mrs. Bert 
Holm very much as once that child had looked upon 
her. The child seemed to come into being again, 
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but as Kit Tallaiit ami not as Mrs. Bert Holm. And 
as the little Kit liad o!t<‘n been disturbed by what 
people said or did and had p()ur<‘d out everything to 
the child, wlio listriH*(h willulrawn hut understand- 
ing so now Bert lh.»lnrs t^roubled wiic turned to Kit 
Tallant. 

'riu‘se two dividtal linn* l)elw<^cn them. In the 
mornimt Kit woke early ajui hatluai lierself in the sea- 
water batli and went up on det'k alone while Bert 
slept. Sh<‘ IraniptHl u|> ami down, moving from one 
de('k (o otluT as th<-y vvc're lell wet and clean 
behind tin* lim* of sailors on tluar hands and knees, 
scrubbing the whitt* Ixiards. Sky ami wind and sea 
in a trinity of irni)<‘tuous moveiuent and sim|:)le 

they wrvr always tin* sanu! and never quite 

the sa,ni(*. Mhc* advautai'^it of sru ov(*r earth was in 
the movement oi us ecjiotn*. I ht* caith was stolid 
under its impos<*d scaisons but the sea became its 
own mood, hourly t hangt’d. 

Slie looked up to Imd sometme staring at the 
yonng wsunaii \\l]io was Beit Iltiliu s vvih^ and in- 
stantly Kit d allant withdrew as that t'.hild had been 
used to withiiraw in the pn*seiu'e of other people, 
and In-rt H«dm's wUr. thought (juickly, ^'People 
are getting up* 1 must go downstaus to Bcrt- 
Sh(' W(ml dowustaiis ami opemai the door upon 
Bert, sitting up in l>rd and rating toast and tea, 
‘Mhhod' In* remarketi, ‘‘I didn’t hear you. 
Gosh, how I sl(*<'p ! 

Slu* bent ami kivaai his iiieek and sat down on 
the cemch li'U* n to him. 

Say, Kit, did yini see that old woman yesterday, 
the our with the ^^hllv hair? You ought to have 
seen her ! First she iannrs u|> and asks me for my 
autognipln Well, I give it to her. I hen she tells 
me how I rmiind htr her dear dead boy. He was 
brave like me, she says — ha, Iia ! — only he got 



killed in the World War^ and the first time she sees 
my picture she thinks it’s him, come back again. 
And when she read in the papers that I’m going to 
be on this boat, she decides she’ll come too. She’s 
got diamonds as big as pullet eggs nearly. She must 
be well off ! ” 

'' What did you say to her ? ” she asked. 

I was polite to her, of course,” he replied, ‘‘ but 
if I had to be a son to all these old women who 
think I look like their babies, I’d have a heck of a 
life, wouldn’t I ? What makes women the way they 
are, Kit ? The young ones want you to kid ’em 
along, and the old ones want to be your mother.” 
He laughed and bit his teeth hugely into toast. I 
like you, Kit ! You leave me alone. Take this tray, 
will you ? That’ll hold me till I get a real meal.” 

She took the tray and set it on the table by the 
bed and then felt his arms pulling her down. 

“ Don’t you carry this leaving me alone too far, 
though, Kit ! ” 

She felt his long arms folding her against him and 
smelled the clean smell of his skin. It was one of his 
graces that his skin was fresh and sweet. It was 
impossible to feel repulsion toward his flesh. Even 
Kit Tallant, shadowy and aloof, understood how 
this could be. His body was as clean as the morning 
at sea and so it was impossible to dislike it and it was 
impossible, too, to separate him from his body. His 
mind was mingled with his flesh, or was, perhaps, his 
flesh, so that all he said and did and was seemed to 
come as an expression of his beautiful body rather 
than of a separate mind. The same simple union 
of movement and colour which made the being of 
the sea was also Bert Holm’s being. He was never 
more complex than his own body and its impulses 
of food and energy. . . . 
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«« There ! ” he said, and set her on her feet, 
“ that’ll do to start the day.” 

He leaped up and threw off his clothes and ran 

in to his bath. , , r , , , , 

Not for a fortune would she have let her mother 
know that she had had to persuade him to daily 
bathing and shaving and getting his hair cut often 
enough and keeping his finger-nails clean. 

“ You’re worse than Mom,” he had once 
grumbled. “ Saturdays was enough for her, and in 
summer I went swimming.” But he had learned 
after his fashion, and now if he forgot, she could not 
keep from laughing at his enormous guilt and his 
haste to make amends. He did sincerely want most 
of the time to please his wife, and she never quite 
forgot this. He came out wrapped in an enormous 
white towel and looking a large and beautiful boy, 
and she watched him while he discussed one suit 
against another and pondered over the colour of his 
tie. 

“ Bert, you’re getting to be a dandy,” she said. 
“ Remember at Glen Barry, how you used to go 
without a tie at all, and groan about changing your 
clothes for dinner ? ” 

He grinned at her. “ Mustn’t disappoint the old 

dames,” he replied. _ 

“ Then wear this,” she said, and threw him a 
bright blue tie. “ That’s for your eyes,” she added. 

He stared at himself with pleasure, whistling out 
of tune before the mirror. “ Think I’m good-look- 
ing ? ” he inquired of her face behind his in the mirror. 

“ Don’t you think so ? ” she countered, keeping 
her lips grave. 

“ Kind of,” he confessed, and in her laughter they 
clasped hands and sauntered in to breakfast 

Mrs. Bert Holm, entering the dining saloon, 

looked the image of a happy young woman, as 
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indeed she should be, married to that handsome 
young man. Old Mrs. Townsend, gazing at them 
over her grapefruit, felt her eyes mist. 

‘‘ I don't believe one word of those stories about 
him," she told her sister Emily. He couldn't be 
bad and look like that — the very image of my own 
Phil," she added. 

Except Phil wasn’t really blond," Emily sug- 
gested. In her own heart she was thinking he 
looked much, much more like someone else. 

Phil’s skin was perfect ! " Mrs. Townsend said 
sharply. Exactly like that boy’s ! " 

She watched Bert Holm with sad yearning eyes. 
If Phil had lived to come out of the horrible war, 
he might have married a pretty girl like that and 
then she would not have been a lonely old woman, 
taking trips to Europe every year with Emily. She 
was tired to death of Europe and of Emily, too, but 
then she was tired of everything. Her dreams, wist- 
ful with what could never be, hung rainbow-hued 
about Bert’s bright head. He was laughing again. 
How she liked to see him laugh ! 

And Bert, finishing wheat cakes and syrup, was 
saying, I got the best of Baker there. Kit. And he 
had to own up I did ! You ain’t going to get people 
excited over a couple of yards of Latin names ! I 
said, ‘ I guess I don’t climb the stifiest mountain in 
the world for that,’ I said. So what I say is, why 
shouldn’t we take notes on the climate and all that 
and maybe even find a place for a t,b. sanatorium — 
you know, where sick people could get into pure air. 
I heard a fellow say once who’d been to the Antarctic 
that it would be the best place in the world for a 
sanatorium. I bet I could raise a million for it, 
maybe call it the Bert Holm Sanatorium, and get 
everybody to give a dollar to it if they couldn’t do 

better, little envelopes, maybe " 
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“ I’m afraid — it would work, — beautifully,” 
she said. She could see her mother’s surprised horror 
at America showered with Bert Holm envelopes ! 

“ What makes you say afraid ? ” Bert retorted. 

“ The air on those mountains where there’s never 
anything but snow is just great. You feel Hke a 
million dollars. You sleep and eat like nobody s 
business. ’Course we wouldn’t want to go too high, 
only high enough to get good air. Jack Rexall thinks 
it’s a swell idea. I could make him business manager 
and Frisk could write it all up for me. It might be a 
big job, building the road up and all, but it could 
be done. Those coolies they got there work awful 
cheap, too.” 

She watched him as he talked. Did he mean what 
he said, or had Jack RexaU talked him into some 
money-raising scheme ? She did not trust that small 
weasel-faced fiiend of Bert’s, who, she suspected, 
knew him better than anyone. Rexall never spoke 
to her beyond a cool nodj but that she knew was the 
accepted form of masculine greeting in Misty Falls 
upon seeing a married and respectable woman. Bert 

rose. , ^ , 

“ Come on. Kit — you finished ? Let s go up 

and walk a coupla miles.” 

She , followed him out of the dining saloon, aware 
of half a hundred heads turned to watch them. But 
she looked at none of them until she passed the too e 
where the two old white-haired ladies sat. ihen 
she smiled down into a pair of misty blue eyes. 

It was Mrs. Townsend who first made her perceive 
that the public, which Mr. Brame threw so casu^y 
into one great wilful tyrannical whole, was not re^ty 
a whole at all. She was lying in her deck-chair 
dreaming over a little book of newly pubhshed poems 
by an unknown young poet, when she heard a voice, 
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a gentle, cultivated old voice, and looking up she 
saw the old lady at whom she had smiled. 

“I wonder if I may — ?” Mrs. Townsend 
breathed. Her eyes finished for her — “ sit down 
just a moment ? ” 

“ Do, please,” Kit said._ She brushed away the 
heap of maps on Bert’s chair. 

The old lady sat down on the edge of it. 

“ I shan’t stay,” she declared, “ but I have so 
longed to speak to you. Your dear young husband 
— he so reminds me of my own dear dead son.” 
Her lips trembled. 

“ He told me,” Kit murmured. Her heart 
moved toward this delicate old creature and then 
retreated. 

“ It’s not that, of course, about which I want to 
speak,” the old lady said. “ I couldn’t be so rude as 
to intrude a private sorrow. No, it just came to me ; 
the wonderful thing is that there’s something about 
him — your husband, I mean — that seems to fit 
into each life. Emily — that’s my sister — told me 
a few minutes ago that he made her thinlr of— of 
the young man to whom she was engaged, who died 
of typhus, many years ago, in the South. He was a 
Northerner. I don’t know that Emily could ever 
have married him, because our family was Southern 
and still so opposed to . . . But they met on a visit 
Emily made to Washington once, to our aunt who 
was married to a gentleman in government there. 
I was amazed when she spoke of the resemblance, 
for I could see none, but then it came to me; 
it’s because he — your husband — is such an ideal 
young man, isn’t he ? And he reminds everybody 
of the one most loved.” 

Her lips quivered and she patted Kit’s head. “ It 
must be hard for you sometimes, dear, having to 
share him with the world, in a maimer of spealdng. 
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But what a privilege too ! And he’s devoted to you ; 
one can see it. He’s lovely to you, isn’t he ? ” 

Her face grew pink at Kit’s smile. I’m just 
chattering on and on. But I’m so glad I have this 
chance to be on the same ship with him, and to know, 
from my own personal observation how good he is, 
so if I ever hear any more nasty stories I shall just 
contradict them. I want you to know that. I’m so 
glad he takes a public stand on so many things that are 
right. I recall what he said somewhere about thinking 
people ought to go to church. So few young people 
feel that nowadays. Now don’t think, dear, that 
I shall presume on this as an acquaintance. You 
must have so many people pushing to know you and 
I would be so sorry to seem one of them.” 

I am glad you stopped by,” Kit said brightly. 
This sweet old child ! Not if she could would she 
have stripped a star from the halo upon Bert’s 
unconscious head. 

“ Goodbye then and if you care to know, I am 
Mrs. Harris Townsend of Richmond, Virginia.” 
She trotted away, waving her black gloved hand. 

A ray of light was let into the blank solidity of all 
the blur of people who made up the curious public. 
This particle of it became a human being. And 
what the old lady had said was true. When a little 
later Bert, flushed with the importance of his 
morning conference, came back to her, she saw at a 
distance behind him a pretty girl, not alone, indeed. 
There was a young man with her, an ordinary- 
looking young man of middle height and muddy 
colouring. The girl stopped when Bert stopped to 
sit down. Leaning her elbows upon the railing, her 
back to the sea, she stood laughing and talking with 
the young man, the wind fluttering the ends of the 
red scarf tied about her brown hair and catching 
the flying ends of her brown coat. Kit, a half-hour 
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ago, would have looked beyond her to the sky and 
waves. But now she watched her. The girl was not 
to that young man at all, she decided. She 
did not like him enough. 

From the corners of her bright brown eyes as she 
laughed with the young man the girl was seeing 
only Bert. 

“ That poor young man,” Kit thought, watching 
his delight. “ He doesn’t know she’s really talking 
and being pretty for Bert. She’s imagining he is 
Bert.” 

But Bert in the chair beside her was thinking 
about no one at this moment but himself. 

“ Say, Kit,” he said, “ they want me to make a 
speech about the expedition tonight after the 
concert.” 

“ Oh no,” she said in distaste, “ not now, not 
until afterwards when the expedition is successfully 
over and there is something to show them.” His 
disappointed look forced her to add, “ I’m sure Mr. 
Brame would say so, Bert.” 

“ Well, maybe — ” he agreed doubtfully. 

“ Oh, he would ! ” she said definitely. But while 
she spoke she thought of that little old Mrs. Townsend 
and of this pretty girl, and of all the others like them, 
and of the steward who had stopped her yesterday 
to ask her if she thought Mr. Holm would mind F 
he took a picture of him with his little pocket camera 
and the young man from the radio room who wanted 
to know if he might send out news about Bert Holm 
or would he rather not be talked about? She 
shrank from letting them see a naive Bert, talking 
in his halting fashion as he always did unless he could 
use his one familiar speech. Philip Townsend, the son 
of that silvery sweet old lady, would repudiate from 
the grave his likeness. And the brown-eyed girl over 
there against the blue background of the sea would 
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turn back to her young man half bewildered. “ I 
didn’t think Bert Holm was like that ! ” She could 
hear voices saying it, one voice catching the words 
from another. 

“ No, Bert,” she said quickly, “ I’m sure it would 
be better not. Besides, you’re far too busy to work 
up a good speech in these few horns. And you can’t 
talk about the old expedition now.” 

He sat for a moment without answer, and then 
jumped up restlessly. “ Guess I’ll go down to the 
gym awhile and punch the bag before I eat,” he said. 

He strode off, his hands in his pockets, looking 
strong and beautiful enough to climb the highest 
mountain in the world. The girl’s eyes following 
him grew restless, and her voice carried by the wind 
was bitter with sudden impatience. 

“ No, I won’t ! ” she said to the young man. 

“ But, Sally, why not ? A minute ago you were 
all for it.” 

“ Well, I’m not, any more,” she answered, and 
then the wind bore the sound of a sob. “ I wish 
you’d leave me alone ! ” 

She ran down the deck, her scarf flying behind 
her, and the young man stood looking after her. 
He turned when she was gone to stare in despond 
at the sea and Kit holding back her impulse to 
speak to him got up and went downstairs. 

“ Say, Mrs. Holm ! ” a voice called. 

There was an urgent tap on her door. She had 
come to her room to brush her hair and wash the 
stickiness of the salt wind from her face and hands. 
She opened the door, and there stood Jimmie Frisk, 
his spectacled young face full of consternation. 

“ Say, Mrs. Holm, I don’t know how to tell you,” 
he began, “ but something has happened in the 
gymnasium.” 
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“ To Bert ? ” she asked sharply. 

“ Not exactly — that is, to both of them,” he 
faltered. 

“ What ” 

“ Bert and Baker,” he said quickly. “ We were 
all down there and we thought they were just 
fooling. Bert had been playing some of his tricks 
the way he does, and we were laughing. He must 
have done something to Baker. Anyway when we 
thought they were pretending to fight, they were 
really fighting — like hell, too,” he added. 

“ Oh ! ” she exclaimed and brushed past him. 
This was too childish of Bert ! She hurried down 
the corridor, Jimmie Frisk behind her. 

“ Of course I know it mustn’t get out,” he was 
saying. “ It would make a grand story 

“ Dorf t you dare to tell it ! ” she ordered him. 
A grand story indeed ! She could see temptation 
wriggling in his newspaperman’s soul. 

“ No — no,” he promised her. 

“ I trust yomr loyalty,” she threw at him over her 
shoulder as she went down the stairs. 

The door of the gymnasium was closed. Frisk 
had to shout before it was opened by Jack Rexall. 
Bert was lying unconscious upon the floor, a 
frightened attendant pouring water over his forehead, 
and Baker leaning against a wall, his hand to his 
blackening eye. Two or three men stood about, all, 
she saw thankfully, Bert’s own men. 

“ What happened ? ” she demanded. 

“ We thought Bert was foohng,” Rexall ex- 
plained dryly. “ He’s always been a teaser — used 
to be that way in school, but he’d fight fair enough.” 
He looked at Baker. 

“ If you mean to say I didn’t fight fairly,” Baker 
said instantly, “come along and have it out for 
yourself.” 
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“ I ain’t sayin’/’ Rexall answered. I only said 
Bert loves monkey tricks but he fights fair. We 
didn’t see how he got knocked out, Mrs. Holm. 
We was each of us doing something else, and the 
iBrst thing we knew was Bert’s failin’ down like a 
ton o’ brick.” 

But Bert was coming to consciousness. He 
groaned faintly, his face greenish, and then opened 
his eyes. 

‘‘Kit,” he murmured. 

Baker, putting on his coat, laughed suddenly. 

“ You’d better go to bed, Holm,” he said. “ Come 
on fellows.” He stooped and lifted Bert’s shoulders. 

“ I can stand,” Bert said suddenly. He struggled 
to his feet and stood swaying until Jack Rexall ran to 
Ms side and put his arm about him. 

“ Gome, Bert,” Kit said. And then she turned to 
Baker, “ No one must hear of this,” she said. 

“ Why should they ? ” he asked so calmly that she 
could not answer. 

The gong for luncheon had rung long ago. The 
corridors were empty and they reached their suite 
with no one to see them except a busy stewardess 
hurrying past with a tray. Together she and Jack 
Rexall helped Bert to the couch. He still looked 
pale and dazed. 

“ Got any whisky ? ” Rexall inquired. 

She opened a cupboard and gave him a bottle 
and he poured a little into a glass and gave it to 
Bert. 

Bert swallowed obediently, and felt better at 
once. Light returned to his eyes and he drew a 
great breath and looked at them. 

“ Did I get him, Rexie ? ” he asked. 

“ In the eye,” Rexall said. 

A great grin spread over Bert’s face. 

“ Damn him ! ” he said, ‘‘ he sure can fight ! ” 
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Kit could have taken him by the shoulders at 
shaken him until his teeth rattled, she thougl 
except that suddenly she was laughing too. i 
what ? Perhaps at his astounding luck more the 
anything. There was not a scratch to be seen on hit 
Poor John Baker, whose solemn ugly square fa. 
was marred by his purpling eye — and Bert, thouj 
vanquished, without a scratch on him ! She h: 
reproof on her tongue’s end, ready to pour up( 
him the moment Rexall was gone. Silly childishne: 
two men fighting, like naughty boys ! She w 
ready to begin, and then Bert stood up, with scarce 
a tremor. “ Let’s eat,” he exclaimed. “ I’m alwa 
starved after a fight ! ” 

She let reproof remain unspoken. What was t 
use of scolding a boy for something he did not ev 
know he had done ? 

“ See you in ten minutes, Rexie,” Bert said. 

“ Sure you’re all right ? ” Rexall inquired. 

“ Sure ! ” Bert replied. 

But when Rexall was gone she said quietly, “ T 
me about it, Bert.” 

“ About what ? ” he asked, his blue eyes bit 
than she had ever seen them. 

“ The fight,” she said shortly. 

“ Oh, that ! ” he replied. “ There wasn’t mu 
to it. He certainly did knock me cold, though 
He grinned at her. “ I think a lot more of that fel 
than I did ! ” 

She looked back at him helplessly and th 
laughed with him. It was impossible not to li 
him. Of course everybody liked him. And 
would she — if only she were not his wife ! 

Kit, stealing upon deck because of the mo( 
whose light fell in bands of gold across her bi 
leaned upon the rail. Everybody was asleep, sure 
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except the men who watched the ship’s course 
through the night. She and Bert, since it was their 
last night, had joined in the dancing and everyone 
had danced until the band, exhausted, had put 
away their instruments and gone below. Bert had 
stiU not wanted to go and people came up to them 
who had not spoken to them before. “ Since this 
is the last night,” they said pleasantly, “ perhaps 
you won’t mind — ” Only a few had even asked for 
his autograph. Most of them wanted merely to 
shake his hand and wish him luck, they said. Kit 
saw the same eagerness in each face turned to him 
as he stood in the moonlight. He was always his 
handsomest in his black and white dinner clothes 
and now he was fantastic with romance. 

Then at last they, too, went below. But Kit 
could not sleep, and after a while she got up quietly 
and put on her coat over her pyjamas and went 
above. There was no one in sight, not even a 
belated couple. She stood alone, gazing at the 
perfect moon. The moon, she thought idly, needed 
the simplicity of the sea against which to rise and 
shine for the sea held no shadows to distract from 
this pure mellow light, no hills and valleys or sharp 
horizon lines. The moon hung complete in faUest 
power over the sea. There was not even the dis- 
traction of a star. And then suddenly someone 
stood beside her. She turned. It was John Baker. 

“ I beg your pardon,” he said. “ I hope I don’t 
disturb you. But I wanted all afternoon to see you 
and tell you I’m sorry.” 

“ How is your eye ? ” she asked. 

“ At its worst,” he said cheerfully. “ What a 
wallop he has in his right ! I hadn’t any idea he 
was serious — until he hit me ! He’d been up to 
one of his tricks — you know how he loves practical 
jokes — and I let out at him, in fun. Well, nearly 
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in fun. I happen to hate practical jokes.” He 
hesitated and she saw a twinkle in his enormous, 
shadowy left eye. “ Then my eye felt like a pulp' 
and I was astonished — and angry, all of a sudden 
I’m afraid I let go.” 

“ I don’t blame you,” she said quietly. Bert’s 
tpa<!ing mood she knew very well. When something 
was refused him, he fell into it. In a way she was 
responsible for this black eye. Perhaps he had 
really wanted to talk about the expedition and when 
she had stopped him he had gone to the gymnasium 
in his wilful mood and had begun to tease Baker. 

“ I haven’t done such a childish thing in yean,” 
Baker said abruptly. 

He turned his face away from her. A man could 
not tell a woman her husband was a fool. Probably 
she worshipped him. That was the way with women 
— the more fools men were, the more they liked them, 
if only they were handsome. He stopped himself 
with horror. He was not envying Holm his silly 
good looks, was he ? 

“ I don’t know what he told you,” he began. 

“ Nothing at all,” she answered. 

“ No ? ” he murmured dryly. 

“ It really isn’t his way to complain,” she said 
proudly. Bert must be shielded against this cold 
young man. 

“ See here,” he said. He was looking at her again 
and she could see his eyes, one sharp and stern and 
the other ridiculous in its black circle. “ I wanted 
just to teU you I’m not going to let myself get into 
this sort of nonsense again. I blame myself— I 
don’t fight with fists any more ■ — like a coward — or 

child.” 

“ I don’t think Bert’s a — a — coward,” she said 
quickly. “He has plenty of courage — physical 
courage,” she added. 
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“Do von know uiiai |*hysi( .d (•(utr.if'c is?” he 

denuituietl. 

aj |('ar I Nn«* « ♦ J!i*r .sril. 

a - .tul. It s only I:i<’k ()f 

imactiiutmii. 'I'iu- -..ind ili.it i.uuu.l ini.i!;iiu' any- 
rla- ahu ..iMi.a rii.r'dir di..i.!rr ur (i(Mth, 
paruVularly to it .els.’' Ih- l.iti 'hrd .mil lit a . k^iirtte. 
“ l)m>ralio!f; an- "i-. .ai iui'K- .iiira j.i a dull niiiul 
than to a 'tlowiu", ‘l.rd. l.n. >1. at i!i<- hr.ui above tlie 
n(^.xt biooiii you ee . 1 tic. orated ! 

He had uot the !: d:ti I v.m:lv of be would not 
have kept his di'-limu'd i \e toward bi r like this ! 

“ TIk’ las! tliiu’.; in lie- woih! that ! want out of 

this trij) is !tloi'\ . be ..od, 1 b.itr fjoty. 1 dis- 

trust il. lbs .1 me-,, ot '.rutiiueiilahts and iTowd 
stupidity- 'i'br uowd ue-o-r wot .hip-, the true gtjtL 
It’s always taiiinui'a; .uotiud hot -dier .i dream, ti 
gaudy dream, suirounded with tin horns tuid raiti- 
bow eonletti. '1‘he true '.md is iar oti - 

“ Tlic true sptd ” Mte w as .ibotu to ask where 

that god w-.is, aud did not, The tiiyiit was hali'-way 

to dawn. The moon w.e. Mukuiy. .uid soon there 
would be d.irkiirs'i upon the sea, Hi the hnniense 
stillness .she eotild ieil tlu- tu-tu > god, sitting sihnt 
and rhsir and told .i. imrudiui' ♦ ryst.d liglit in the 
centre of the d.trk unneim , To rr.u h him one niust 
traverse .done fh.it ioiut d-irkness to wdtere he s.U« 
No won.ler th.if peojde d.UTii not penetrate that 
loneliness, nr tli.n tbes' nt.idr litih- !ess«‘r con- 
venient gods .uni lit them witii their own Jlii'kei ing 
light ! 

“The ttjuon is sritim; ! ” hr esn laiuteth 
I hcy w.iti lied il sink .inti in its l.ist insUnif upon 
the luiri/.ou it seriurd t-i dinp into the sea. Hhe moved 
while he g.i/,eti sfe.nidy into ti.iriinesH. She louki 
not see his fate any more, but she left his presence 
beside her, sharp, imirpni, storidul, and hislautly 
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she was afraid, not for herself, but for Bert, who 
would be helpless against this man. Bert would not 
know that he was being wounded wth his words, but 
the wound would be there, increasing in its soreness. 
And when they came home again this man’s words 
spoken even without malice might lie in people’s 
minds, seeds of distrust. 

“ Don’t laugh at Bert,” she said quickly. “ Don’t 
be hard on him.” 

“You forget,” he said ironically, “here’s my 
black eye. Doesn’t it make him the victor ? ” 

“ No, but you know what I mean,” she begged 
him. “ He’s so — defenceless.” 

“ Maternal instinct at work.” His scorn leaped 
at her. “That’s the trouble with you women — 
you condemn men to perpetual babyhood.” 

“ I haven’t a scrap of maternal instinct in me,” 
she answered as sharply. 

He said slowly, after a moment, “ As a matter of 
fact I don’t believe you have — so why in heU ” 

“ He’s really as innocent as he looks,” she said. 

“ Innocent ! ” he repeated. “ No — but innocence 
isn’t what you want — not innocence alone. A new- 
born child has innocence, too ” 

She shrank a little. “ I mean, he’s what he is,” 
she said, “ so — why hurt him ? ” _ 

He touched her arm and his voice altered. 
“ Why indeed ? ” he said. “ Thank you. I am 
recalled to good behaviour.” And after a moment 
he added out of the darkness, “ Not for him, but for 
you. If you’d defended him, I’d have wanted to 
destroy him — why not ? I’ve always liked shooting 
clay pigeons. But-after all, there are more profitable 
pursuits.” 

He was as scornful as ever but he was to be 
trusted. And then her incurable honesty compelled 
her to meet his integrity, 
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" You’re right, you know,” she said. “ I mean, 
in being what you are.” 

“ Of course I am,” he agreed. He turned 
abruptly. “ Well, good night, Mrs. Bert Holm,” he 
said. 

“ Good night,” she answered. 

He stalked away. In the faint light of the ne ar 
darkness to which she was now accustomed, she saw 
him striding alone through the farther darkness as 
though marching to that cold and crystal god of his. 
The name of that god she had not inquired, but she 
knew what it was. His name was called Truth and 
the multitude feared him and made for themselves 
other gods. She went downstairs at last and crept 
into bed. Bert did not stir out of his sleep. 

“ Marvellous pubhcity — emphasis admirable,” 
Mr. Brame cabled. They found his cable among the 
pile of letters and cablegrams when the ship drew 
into Southampton. The voyage was over but they 
were not stopping long anywhere. Mr. Brame had 
said, “ Straight on is what I suggest. A serious 
expedition must not seem to loiter. In London 
perhaps a week or two will do no harm with the 
purpose of buying special English equipment, known 
to be the best for expeditions. But less time in Paris 
would be discreet, and I advise no public appear- 
ances until afterwards. Ovations in European 
capitals will be the more important if no previous 
ones have been given.” 

They took the plane to France two weeks after 
they had reached England, and dined in Paris at 
the home of the American ambassador. John Baker 
spoke a sturdy American - tinged French which 
Monsieur Delanier, the great French botanist who 
had been invited to meet him, understood easily, 
and Kit glanced at them talking endlessly and 
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shamelessly together. Baker, asking incessant ques- 
tions, drew a small book out of his pocket now and 
again and wrote in it quickly. His eye had mended 
quickly. When he met Bert the day after the fight he 
had said with offhand good humour, “ Hello, Holm.” 

“ Hello,” Bert had replied, and then had gone 
on impulsively. “ Say, I’m sorry I bunged your 
eye.” 

“ I’m sorry I knocked you out,” Baker had 
returned. 

Bert grinned. “ So’m I,” he said heartily, “only 
it don’t show on me.” 

“ That’s your luck,” Baker said. 

Tonight at the American Embassy he was deter- 
mined in the good humour he had kept smce the 
night when he had talked with Kit and watched 
in the moonlight her too sensitive face ; he had 
known then what she was inside with that quivering 
look of hers. Besides, he wasn’t going to take this 
stuffed shirt seriously again — not seriously enough 
for a fight, anyway. Some day he would write up 
the whole expedition and show what fools public 
heroes were — or at least became. Human beings 
could not be made into gods without showing their 
clay. He turned with relief to Delanier. Here was 
a man of his own kind — science was what toughened 
a man’s soul and kept his blood cool. 

. , . Bert, wandering restlessly about the gilt- 
walled room, thought unhappily that you would 
hardly know this ambassador fellow was an American 
any more ■ — he talked and looked Frenchier than a 
Frenchman. A nice way to cheat the taxpayers, an 
American taking good money from his government 
and turning French on them ! If old Smedley were 
here, he’d just skip out for a bit. He glanced at the 
French butler bringing in liqueurs — no fun in that 
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■pig flat face ! He caught Kit’s inquiring eyes and 
avoided Aem. What she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt 
jier. He yawned and sat down on a small chair and 
got up again quickly. 

“ Guess it won’t bear my weight,” he remarked, 
but no one heard him. The ambassador was 
listening to Baker saying something or other — 
guess he’d go over there. 

“ Say, Baker,” he called, “ did I tell you about 
niy sanatorium scheme ? ” 

“ Frisk showed me his piece,” Baker said. 

“ Yeah ? Well, I have some new ideas ” 

He was about to begin on them when he felt 
Kit’s little hand along his arm and heard her soft 
voice : 

“ We have to get up before dawn, Bert. Hadn’t 
we better say an early good night ? ” 

And suddenly they were all saying good night 
and he and Kit were on their way back to the hotel. 
“ Gosh, I was bored stiff ! ” he told her in the 

tari. _ _ 

She smiled without speaking and in the way he 
liked. It made him want to go on talking, only 
what was there to talk about to Kdt? He looked 
out of the window. The lights were as bright as 
Broadway. He didn’t feel a bit sleepy. 

“ Say,” he cried, “ after all, girl, this is Paris ! 
We don’t want to go to bed early in Paris, do we ? 
I’ll be goin’ to bed early every night for months to 

come ! ” _ 

She put out her hand. “ You’re right, she said. 

“ Where shall we go ? ” 

“ Follies,” he answered promptly. He’d always 
heard about the Paris Follies. 

“ Folies Bergfere,” she said to the ckiver. 

“ Oui, oui, Madame,” the man said excitedly. 
Bert laughed. “ Wee, wee ! ” he echoed. “ Think 
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of having to say that every time you mean yes ! 
He laughed aloud, restored to himself now that they 
were going to see a swell show. 

... It was a swell show too — all it was cracked 
up to be by fellows he’d known who’d seen it. Kty 
Rexie wasn’t here — though it wouldn’t be beyond 
the old snake to be right here in this crowd look- 
ing at these girls with no brassieres on ! Weil, in 
America they couldn’t get away with it. He was 
glad of it, too. It wasn’t decent. He stared at them 
steadily and then remembered to wonder whether 
Kit ought to be here. It was a show for men, not 
for decent women. They ought to label it for men 
only. He glanced at her uneasily. It didn’t seem 
to bother her. She was looking at it, calm as any- 
body. Two men were on the stage now, pretending 
to make love to each other. That sort of thing made 
him sick. He glanced again at Kit. But she was 
looking just the same. She didn’t know what it was 
all about, probably. Women oughtn’t to know such 
things. They ought to be innocent, like Kit. He 
stared down at his hands, waiting for the girls to 
come back. They oughtn’t to allow men to do like 
that. It wasn’t decent. Girls were different and a 
fellow expected — the girls came dancing back and 
he was relieved and looked up again. 

Then he heard Kit murmuring at his side. 

“ Those poor women ! ” 

“ Where ? ” he asked. 

“ On the stage,” she replied. 

“ What do you mean, Kit ? ” He turned his head 
to look at her. 

“ They look so tired,” she whispered, “ as if they 
wished they were home with their husbands and 
children. I’m sure they’re quite decent women with 
families,” she added. 
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He looked back at them and was repelled. He 
hadn’t looked at their faces until now, but she was 
right. They weren’t girls, they were women. 
Mothers of families going around like that, naked to 
'the waist — it made him sick ! _ , » 

“ It’s a damned indecent country, if you ask me, 
he said indignantly. , . j 

She laughed, a sharp sudden laughter that made 
him for some reason think of Gail. 

“ What you laughing at ? ” he demanded. But 

she only laughed the more. 

“ Oh, you ! ” she said at last, wiping her eyes. 

He understood less than ever, but he let her laugh. 
Laughing was good for her and it didn’t hurt him 

“ I’d laugh too, if I saw the joke,’ he told ^ her. 
“ Why don’t you tell me instead of keeping it to 

^°But^she only shook her head and laughed until 
he felt cross with her and shut up. That rnade her 
stop, though still she never told him why she laughed. 
He didn’t tell her, but when he got home he wished 
he had gone to the show by himself. She had spoilt 
it for him, somehow, he didn’t exactly know how. . . . 


Next morning the plane, soanng above Europe, 
turned toward the east, and Bert sat belund the pi 
and drew deep breaths. So far as he knew not one 
thing had been forgotten. He turned and shouted 
sharply to Rexall. “ Where are the hsts, E-e^e 
Rexall, without speaking, handed luna a ® 
and Bert began checking them with ^ ® ^ 

fountain-pen Mrs. Townsend had 
he said goodbye to her at the airport. She bee 
one in the crowd who was there to see him oS. 
write your story with for us, Mr. Ho , 
said. 
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He scratched his name with it several times across 
the lists and then he began to check them. 

“ Those alcohol cans,” Rexall remarked, “ I got 
a different brand than you said. It’s an ^nerican 
brand, more expensive but a better article, I figured ” 
“ Sure,” Bert agreed. “ I believe in buying 
American, anyway.’’ ^ ^ 

Not a thing forgotten, he thought triumphantly 
None of his men could say he wasn’t a good leader of 
his expedition. This plane, now, was a beauty. He’d 
even picked that out, the best plane the Dutch had 
Everybody said take this plane, so he had. The best 
wasn’t too good for him. He leaned over to whisper 
to Kit, “ Fm glad Baker has decided to be all rio-ht.” 

To his surprise she answered a little crossly, “ Oh 
don’t be silly, Bert — why shouldn’t he ? ” ’ ’ 

“ I banged him up some,” he suggested. 

“ So did he you, for that matter,” she retorted. 

‘‘ That’s right,” he admitted. “ So I guess we’re 
quits.” 

“ Bert, do behave when we start up the mountain ” 
she said. ’ 

“ Of course I will,” he said with dignity. " Don’t 
I always behave ? ” 

“ No, you don’t,” she told him. 

“ I don’t know what you mean,” he answered. 
“ You mean I’m to take it, no matter if I’m right 
and the other fellow’s wrong ? ” ° 

“ But you always think you’re right,” she com- 
plained. 

“ Sure I do,” he said. “ Who’s going to stick np 
for me if I don’t stick up for myself? ” 

She didn’t answer that. She turned her face 
away fi-om him and looked out of the wndow over 
the fields far below so he didn’t know what she 
thought. Half the time now, it occurred to him, he 
didn’t know what Kit thought — just about half the 
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time she seemed to slip off into herself somewhere 
like she was somebody else and not his wife at all. 
Or maybe now it was just because it was hard to talk 
in the noise of the plane. 

. . . Kit, staring at the flattened country beneath 
her, put him out of mind. It had been a glorious 
morning, and it was impossible not to feel excitement 
over the rising at dawn to go to the air-field and 
climb into this huge silvery monster, waiting with 
outspread wings. 

They were still flying over France, beautiful as a 
garden in the sunshine. But clouds lay just ahead. 
They must begin to rise or they would be swallowed. 
Even as she thought, the plane inclined and they 
rose swiftly upward, upward, until above them was 
only clear blue sky and the clouds beneath them, a 
silvery floor to a new universe. 

All day they kept in clouds. Then at evening they 
dropped through them, abruptly. Far beneath she 
saw a dwarfed landscape with dots of trees and 
specks of houses and small masses of forests and tiny 
ponds of lakes. The plane drifted downward and 
the landscape grew softly large and clear as though 
a telescope were being focused upon it. It was 
another country, she saw at once, a country she did 
not know. She gazed at it, excited by the newness 
of its beauty. What country was it ? She was about 
to ask Bert and then did not. Let it be without a 
name, as though it were a dream country, the land 
that never was. 

“ That’s Turkey,” Bert said excitedly, unfolding 
a map. 

She stared into it, seeing clearly as they dropped 
villages and barren-looking little cities. A train 
crawled along a sluggish grey river. It wasn’t 
wonderful when one came close to it. The dream 
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went out of it and dreams hung a glamorous atmo- 
sphere above anything unknown. She had breathed 
too much and too long today that rare atmosphere 
and she must come to the earth. What was it her 
mother once had said — that Bert must bring her to 
reality ? She looked at Bert, sitting very real and 
solid just ahead of her. When she thought only of 
beauty, how beautiful his head was ! Even now, if 
she looked only at the line of his head, his forehead 
and the way Ms hair grew — she could almost see 
only that. He looked up at her suddenly, his eyes 
brilliantly blue, and she smiled. Instantly his eyes 
grew warm and shy. He leaned over to her. 

“ Are you laughing at me, Kit ? ” he demanded. 

“ Fm not laughing, silly,” she said, half tenderly. 
Yes, beauty moved to tenderness even her most 
knowing heart. So why should she scorn the un- 
knowing crowds of his worshippers ? She looked 
away to find John Baker’s cool amused eyes upon 
them, and she stared him down until he looked 
away again. She could see him faintly shrugging as 
he turned. 

In Bombay the temperature was steadily above 
one hundred and the streets were filled with dark, 
half-naked people. Kit in the hotel rooms worked in 
the thinnest of silk pyjamas which stuck to her skin like 
wet paper, and tried to imagine cold and snow and 
ice, as she checked over supplies they had left to buy 
in Bombay. In a few weeks they would be battling 
against snowy winds, the mist frozen on their eye- 
lashes. She had laughed when Bert told her what a 
nuisance it was to have mist freeze on his eyelashes. 

“ Serves you right for having eyelashes half an 
inch long,” she had remarked. 

“ Want I should cut ’em off? ” he had threatened. 

“ What — and ruin your looks for the ladies ? ” 
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she had answered with such mischief that he shooi 
her. 

I’m asking what you want ! he said. 

I want them as they are, silly,” she answered. 

He had kissed her and she had kissed him back, 
at once warm and cool, cool enough to wonder what 
it would be if he were not there to be kissed at all. 
There was an alchemy which marriage could work 
and cjuite apart from love, this she knew. Marriage 
had worked a change in her and in Bert, though what 
change she did not know except that if it had not 
destroyed Kit Tallant as it should have done, it had 
robbed her of enough to make a separate being who 
was Bert’s wife. Had it robbed Bert, too, so that 
a part of him was her husband ? So God did in the 
Garden of Eden when he laid Adam into sleep and 
robbed him of his rib. Symbolic sleep of the body 
in love, when the being divided itself, and the mind, 
without the wisdom of love, for once not knowing ! 
So she mused as methodically she packed heavy 
socks ready into heavy oiled boots and tucked 
shaving soap and toothpaste into odd corners. 

Go easy on the shaving soap,” Bert ordered. 

We won’t shave once we get started.” 

“ Toothpaste, though,” she said sternly. 

Oh sure,” he answered carelessly. But he had 
not nsed it before he knew her. 

Down her back ran little rivers of sweat and she 
pushed back her wet hair, but she worked on until 
a moment when, without warning Bert came to her 
and took her in his arms and pressed her hard 
against his own wet body. 

You’ve got to stay by me, Kit ! ” he com- 
manded her irrelevantly. 

Oh, I shall ! ” she breathed, surprised. Did he, 
she wondered, feel by an instinct her deep wavering ? 
Her heart woke to pity. No, but he was sweet. 
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Even now, hot as she was, stifling against his wet 
breast, she smelled his flesh sweet and clean. She 
pressed herself against him and for the moment felt 
Kit Tallant grow shadowy as a ghost beside her. 

Thus she followed quietly in Bert’s wake. The 
governor of Bombay gave them a great dinner. She 
sat at his right during the stateliest meal she had 
ever eaten, and perceived with amusement the 
astonishment of the big grizzled governor at her 
minute figure. 

“ I say, Mrs. Holm,” he said at fish and roast 
and salad, “ are you really, you know, going to 
attempt Pangbat ? We have lady mountaineers, of 
course, and I believe there have even been famous 
ones.” 

“ I shan’t go further than I can,” Kit said gently. 
Not very far, she saw him thinking, but she did not 
trouble herself with him. At the end of the table 
sat his tall, gentle, submissive wife, who had exiled 
her children one by one to English boarding schools. 
Upstairs in the huge plastered bedroom where she 
had taken Kit before dinner, she showed her four 
blond boys. 

“ I haven’t seen them since they were three and 
four, and Rudy was sent home at two, because he 
had a fever,” she had said sadly. “ But I’ve always 
felt I should stay at my post beside my husband, so 
I quite understand, my dear, your coming with 
yours. They need us, you know, poor dears. They 
seem so strong, but they’re so dependent, really.” 
She smiled her sweet sorrowful smile upon Kit, 
who smiled back without answer. Why she had 
come with Bert was not half so clear to her as this. 

But there was too much to do to spend time m 
wonder. Perhaps that was as good a reason as any 
for her coming. Most of their goods had been sent 
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by sea and with lun'i slic €h<:‘ckeci case after case. 
Rexall was tlicrc and John Bakttr, who would trust 
to no one his own !)nx<*s of cquipuHait, though he 
paid no lieod to an\'ihing cLsr. Wlnai his things 
were safe, he stayed in his room all day. Only at 
night had he gom' oul into the ca'ow(l(al streets of 
Bombay. Oiua' liearni'>: a brawl in the moonlight 
beneath her window Kit had hxjkcal down to see 
him the (aaitre oi a < rc»wd oi' hall'daughing, half- 
frightened Himlus. Sharing that centre wms a 
saaxd row, a bin; wliitr ixxist lumbering upon the 
sidewalk. It liad pan-<-d, ( (udron{<ai by John Baker, 
who stood, line (ow ’n lai r opposite his. 

Kit laughed and he haoktaj u[). 

1 wonh give way a eowf' hr calh'd up to her. 

“ You nmsiifi tmu h itf sin* calhai bark. “^Re- 
member it’s saered ! 

“ ril stare it diawiij' hr shouted !)aek. He stooped 
and fixed Ins eyes uinm the eyes of t!ie bewildered 
creature until at last with a, grunting moo it turned 
aside aiul weuit mn 

“ 'friumph ol' mind i Baker called, and waved 
his hat to her. 

“ I hate cows/' hr tohi her next day. They had 
met areidentally in tlie hotel Io!)l>y after she had 
breakfasted late anti aiour, “'They (‘at plants. 
Think (d’uine stoimn b'. to !d! in every row ! ’’ 

'' dliiuk woi'ddppint^ tluun ! Kit answtmed. 

“ Miglit as Wfd! Wfuxhip thetn as anything,” he 
retort{“d. It's no more ridiculous than what most 
people wor.siiip.” 

“ Must we worsinp f.onirttiing ? ” she asked. 

“ Si.eins soj' he answered half c'arelessly and then 
went on, 1 diudf know if t ever told you I was a 
Presbyterian minister's son and perliaps thafs why 
I can’t worship any more. But ! reineinbcr some 
pretty causlic: bits out oi‘ iny lather’s religion. One 
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of them is that people become like the gods thev 
worship. That’s true.” 

She had taken this in thoughtfully as she watched 
the people coming and going in the lobby where 
they stood. The people were nearly all English, 
but a few continentals and fewer Indians were 
among them, and one or two Americans. She 
recognized at the desk, partly because she had seen 
her name in the morning paper, a rich young 
American girl, heiress to the millions her father had 
made in chain groceries. She was petulantly pretty 
and a dark young Italian was with her, the husband 
from whom, the paper said, she was about to be 
divorced. 

“ Isn’t it better to worship something than 
nothing ? ” she asked, looking at the bored im- 
patient girl. 

“ Only for fools,” Baker replied savagely. He 
was looking at the girl too. He rose and turned 
away as though he could not bear the sight. “1 
must be going,” he said. “ I am getting some 
presses made of dry cypress wood and I have to 
watch the old fellow every minute.” 

He sauntered into the hot glittering street and 
Kit turned back to her room. Perhaps it was only 
by knowing what a man worshipped that one could 
know him. What did Bert worship ? She did not 
know. But millions of people worshipped him. It 
was worship, wasn’t it, when people set up an image 
and made it mean whatever they wanted most ? 

She stood in the crowded train while the spider- 
legged black coolies, chattering like apes, packed the 
compartment full of their things. 

Something had gone wrong and _a box was irms- 
ing, Bert was on the platform shouting to a sweating 
Hindu in hotel uniform, whose large eyes were tragic 
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^vith anxiety. Then they discovered a dark Moslem 
woman sitting on the box as she nursed her baby. 
The Hindu danced in an apology of joy and the 
woman rose in horror, words pouring from her in 
an unintelligible flood. The coolies snatched the 
box while Bert leaped into the door and fell upon a 
seat and wiped his face. 

“ Gosh, it’s hot enough when everything goes all 
right,” he gasped. “ Lucky the train’s late,” he 
added. 

The train was half an hour late but still there was 
no signal of departure. The air in the compartment 
was thick with dust and heat. Kit went to the open 
door and looked down upon this crowd, so different 
from the crowds she knew. To these dark creatures 
Bert Holm was nothing but a white man like any 
other. They fell back before him simply because 
they fell back in fear from aU white men. She liked 
being able to stand here without recognition. And 
then she felt a touch on her knee. If was the Moslem 
woman feeling curiously between her thumb and 
finger the linen of her sldrt. When she caught Kit’s 
surprised eyes she smiled, teeth and eyes shining l^e 
a child’s. She said something in a soft plaintive 
voice, a question it must have been, because she 
raised her long curled lashes to look up at Kit. 
There was nothing for Kit but to shake her head, 
and like an echo the woman shook her head. 
Between them a thought passed which each 
feel, a wish to understand each other, but they could 
not. 

Everybody ought to speak the same language, 
Kit thought. But then if language were still not 
enough? 

With no warning at all the train began to move 
sluggishly and she stepped back. An Indian guard 
ran along the platform and shut the door and locked 
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it, pushing the Moslem woman out of the way The 
crowd fell back as the train went, vendors and water- 
carriers and pilgrims and aimless wandering people 
of all kinds, their faces upturned in a dark mass 
There was something familiar to Kit in that silent 
gazing of many eyes. Worship ! For one moment 
she recognized it, the marvelling worship of a machine 
they did not understand. Then the train went out 
of the solid British-built station through suburbs of 
low square houses, and gathered speed across the 
still barren fields. The land was desert although the 
heat was intense. It would remain desert until the 
rains fell. A few thin cows nuzzled the dry soil, and 
a village passed, its people dried to skeletons bv 
hot winds and scanty food. And the afternoon sun 
spared nothing of sad detail. 

Bert drew the shades. “ Nothing to see, so I’m 
going to sleep,” he said. He stretched himself on 
one of the leather seats, and put a handkerchief over 
his face to keep off the flies. 

But Kut could not sleep. The heat was so fiery 
that to sleep would be to fall into its furnace. She 
wet her linen handkerchief from the ice-filled carafe 
and put it on her wrists and forehead. She smoothed 
back her long hair and twisted it around her head 
and wiped her neck. The handkerchief was already 
hot. Then she took from her hand-bag two air mail 
letters, her mother’s and Gail’s. They had come 
just before they left the hotel, and she had had no 
time to read them. 

Now as the train swayed and found its way over 
the gritty rails, she read and forgot India and all 
that lay about her. It was her mother’s gift to be 
able to pull_ everything back to herself and to the 
house in which she lived. She pulled Kit back now 
to Glen Barry. Gail was there with the two little 
boys. There was some trouble between Gail and 
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Harvey “ iau<»;lu*(,l hut Ifurvey was very stiff. 
Neither of tlieiu lia<i said iiinch about it, really, and 
she had not wanttal tu know bcc aust* what she needed 
most was a little fasn r. Hor latlnu’ was playing his 
usual golf Mr. ih.niK* was really wonclerful in the 
fine dignified publicity lie was puttiiig out. The 
expedition was sum he a ypaait success. The 
spring was so f ir lasiutilu!, phaity of rain and every- 
thitig gi’vnii. Ihnv would sh(‘ and l><‘rt like a little 
house ol' their own in New ^’ork ne*xt winter? The 
Tyndal house was up for sale, small !)ut so perfect 

'j'h(‘S<‘ long thaaihsl haters slu' had always written 
to her daus’htcrs. Tiiis one was exactly wliat Kit 
had had frenn her m<a v uerk in colh'ge. 'rherc were 
shells around woinc-u like lirr mother so tliat they 
liv(‘d ami movral and hieathed insidt^ them. . * . 
Below Inn* inotlier\s lai'n* even writing, her hither 
had sipuT/cd a th»/.en lightly knit lines. 

Kit, the hairopran war situation isn't so good. 
Betttu* roiuf straight liome whem you’re through. 
This is inside* stud. I )onh traipsing around China, 
stay on the main linr .. la'cn f vllnwitig Frisk’s cables 
witli grcsifest infetf'sl welhwriltcn stuff and he 
adinin*s Ihu t, ulut fi as lirainr says, is itnportant. 
Take a little holitiav aiul spend something for 
yourself*. Witli lo\f\ Dao. 

They enrindeii firr wdth tlirir atinusphere of care 
and teiidrrnrss and ph a.sant married dullness. (Jail’s 
letter fell (Uit of ic; rii\rlfipf* with a s}iar[) rustle. 
She wrote with hhu k ink on a thin silvery onionskin 
paper. Evervihing ChnI i!id was like her and she 
made her roiwistria v prrfer:! so that again as she 
often had Kit rn\ird her sister for a flying second. 
Cail knew rxaetlv what she wim ami what she wanted 
and now her upright haiithvriting broke blackly 
from a gossipy page. ** Four Irene is frying marriage 
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•(; It looked, for •> I'encfin-ut heinjr, extraordinarily 
'' eked like a little serpent in her strange inadequate 
Eden. ' langlied out Imul sudd<-idy and it slid 
away nnder a .shrunken plank in a Hash of blue tail. 

It was .so hot tiiat sh<- looseiual her blouse and lay 
down not to sle<'p but merely (hat .she need not make 
the clfort to sit tip. '1 he leather of the seal burned 
through tlu- thiii .slntf of her dress. She wet her 
handlanrhiel' again and spread it across her eyes. 
And then like: a mirato- she imagined the approaching 

mountains snow-covered, ii e-capped, cold and lonely. 

If she and bcrl were upon tho.se monntain.s climbing 
than together, at l.c.t her hmcliiic.s.s, long made so 
acute by many iieopic, niiglil he gone. 



Chapter Seven 

*• 

None of them except John Baker knew exactly why 
he had come to climb Pangbat. Bert had chosen 
the mountain by chance, or partly by the 
that it was in the neighbourhood of Therat and he 
knew the roads there. Jim Frisk had come as the 
link between Bert and the people in their homes 
who, reading their newspapers at breakfast every 
morning thousands of miles away, followed him 
wherever he went with all the excitement of those 
who are themselves imprisoned. Jackie Rexall was 
there because he liked Bert and because it was a 
good job. He did not expect to go higher than the 
base camp. 

“ I reckon I’m kind of like the business manager 
of the football team,” he said. He had no curiosity 
about the ultimate reason for climbing mountains. 
“ Bert always was a climber,” he said complacently. 
“ Now he’s only climbing higher.” His small thk 
figure with its round head and big ears was every- 
where, unnoticed and faithful. But he stipulated 
always that he would go no further than the base 
camp. “ I’m liable to chilblains. Have ’em most 
every winter anyway at home,” he explained to Kit 
Neither of them had spoken of Lily Roos. Rexall 
watching Kit’s proudly carried head spat ruminat- 
ingly a few times. Bert had maybe jumped from the 
frying pan into the fire. Anyway with Lily, a man 
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Icnew where he was — or wasn’t. He chuckled as he 
Remembered her farewell. ‘‘ I ain’t saying, you old 
tinker — not till you get back. Why should I fix 
myself so I can’t have any fun? ” she had cried and 
tlien bad kissed him. 

The eight other men whom Bert had chosen 
Came one by one to separate themselves as in- 
dividuals. Francis Brewer, the tall sweet-tempered 
young Virginian who had climbed twice before in 
the Himalayas she knew simply because he had 
always to be called three or even four times in the 
morning. She heard his name roared among the 
men, Frank, get up ! ” “ Throw some water on 
him, somebody ! ” Hell, throw something at 
him ! ’ ’ But when he was up he worked at apologetic 
silent speed. Dick Blastel she knew because he rose 
early but in such invariable ill temper that without 
explanations she set his breakfast a little apart from 
the others and only glanced at him as he sat, glower- 
ing and sallow, over his plate. Harden Coombes was 
a clerk in an athletic goods store in New York City. 
He had never climbed mountains except in the 
Adirondacks and once in the Rockies. He was a 
bright-faced cheerful young man whom Bert chose 
because he was a worshipper. He followed Bert, 
always slavishly close, always talking in his sharp 
city slang. Bret Galloway was a New England 
professor. He was in India and soon to be upon 
the Himalayas, but wherever he was would still be 
New England. His tall body, stooped at thirty-one, 
and his downward twisted mouth and flattened 
speech were unchanged, though for half a dozen 
summers he had scraped together money somehow 
to climb in the Alps. 

Lincoln Mayhew from Kansas had climbed, year 
in and year out, in the Rocky Mountains, but to 
Kit he said frankly the first day, ‘‘ My girl ran off 
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with another man — never even told me. I had to 
hear it from other folks. The Himalayas seem about 
right for me after that.” He was tall, sand-coloured 
and full of a melancholy good nature. 

There were besides these Bob Pierce, the mechanic • 
Elmer Baum, a fat sturdy Pennsylvanian doctor who 
had never climbed ; and Ronald Brugh, a slender 
weatherbeaten young Englishman lent by the 
British government in India. He had climbed twice 
with Sir Albert Fessaday, though not with Bert. 
And there was Kit herself, in the expedition and yet 
not of it, to all these men except John Baker a part 
of Bert rather than separate in herself. 

They had grown used to the swarming little 
villages and the small cities that were only large 
villages of North India and with more difficulty they 
were now growing used to the high Tibetan plateaus. 
All of them had sore throats from the dry and dusty 
air except Kit. She had learned to breathe in 
shallow light breaths and more quickly than was 
her habit and she felt the air and her throat dryly 
but without pain. Nevertheless she mixed a throat 
wash from the pellets that Dr. Baum gave to each 
of them and said nothing. She was half ashamed 
to be doing so easily what fatigued half the party of 
men. Long ago on the night of her debut Gail had 
said, “ Kit, my child, don’t ever let yourself be more 
clever than the man you’re with — it’s fatal.” 

“ Oh Gail,” she had protested, “ that’s as old as 
the hills ! ” 

“ And as eternal,” Gail had retorted. 

“ I don’t care whether men like me or not,” Kit 
had said that night, adjusting the silver flower on her 
left shoulder. 

“ Don’t be silly and a Uar, too,” Gail had answered. 

So though she found she climbed easily and with 
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.• tie fatigue, she no hoasts aiui whenever Bert 

iouted U) her thai .la- wniiM lie tired, she sat 
beclientiy in a httlr liamhoo < hair tied with thongs 
Vbainhoo to I'olr'. and carried uj)on coolies’ 
shoulders. But sli-- eonhi not enjoy it. "Diough 
these tiiin-legged men seemed as yet soiucthing not 
alm-tluT hnVnan. Mill ii!e\- were inn hninaii for her 
to enjoy Ix-hnt earrii-d uiion ilieir .slionkhxs and the 
■ght'ofthe hainhoo ( m-s bars entting into their dark 
flesh under her weiidit, slight though it was, made 
her siek. She turned her ryes away iroia it to look 
over liigh (r.-ele.:, pl.ite.ms' that sloped upward to 
the pass, and a.s suoii .i:> she eonld she tapped the 
baniltoo pole and tlnw lowered tlie < h.iit and sht. 
felt herself gratelullv up-n the ground. 

“ You’r<- spoiliui’. iliein,” Ronald Brugh said, 
passing her. ” 'Ihere wdl i-une far rougher country 
than this and then thev sson'i he ready to cany you. 
They must grow a< < u tomrd to your weight over the 

gradually .siitirning elimh.” ,, , n 

“ Wh.it about me .’ ' she ashed. hliouldii tl bc 
grtnving used to n. tost, .mil on my own Ic.ct . 

■ He smiled and went on, not wanting to waste 

breath in talk. _ 

They talked very little in tins strange high country, 
dKnudi'while they had w.tlked .unong the hot rnoss- 
hung forrst.s of the \ alleys the men eould not keep 
frciin eon.stant talk of this strange sight and that. Bvm 
Jack Re.sall, still < hewing a quiil ot .'Vmencau 
tobacco, luui rxpe. toiated in the directton ot a 
great yellow orehiii. 

“ Like to lake htunr some seed, he remarked. 

Strangest of all {lowrr.s in the valleys through 
whicii they iuul passed u> Kit were the great dattmas 
growing upon trees in long while trumpets. By ay 
they were only etirious. Bui at night they shone 
with a moony piiosphoresceiu'C and poured out into 
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the hot darkness an unearthly fragrance. John 
Baker shook his head when she asked him what 
compounded this scent. Orchids and rhododendrons 
were his prey, and he would not look at anything 
else. 

“ There is enough here to drive a botanist insane,” 
he said. “ I must fix my limits.” 

Within these limits he had collected roots and seeds 
and shipped them whenever he could to the botanical 
garden he was making at home. Around his head 
by day the tropical butterflies had floated, themselves 
like great flower petals, but he did not see them. His 
hands were busy packing roots into dry moss. For 
him the tropics meant orchids. When they had 
climbed beyond orchids, he thought only of rhodo- 
dendrons. Silver and mauve and white, orange and 
red, crimson and yellow, he recognized each. 

“ Argentium,” Kit heard him murmur. “ Fd- 
conieri — and there is cinnabarium ” 

What she liked best all along the way were 
neither orchids nor rhododendrons but the little 
primulas that now squeezed themselves into every 
space. They were pink and very small, but when she 
stooped and pulled a cluster it resisted her until she 
pulled with all her strength. Then the spreading 
root came up still clutching a bit of rock. Beneath 
all the delicacy that root was sturdy and determined 
and it wotdd not have come had not the rock given 
way. 

They had risen slowly into the Chumbi Valley. 
India lay behind them in mists and rains, and ahead 
was Tibet, silvery in its eternal sunshine. They had 
all been oppressed for days in spite of the gigantic 
flowering beauty of the wet forests. The air of 
India was thick with too much life. They had been 
surfeited with it. 

But upon the pass clean cool winds came sweep- 
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ing from Tibetan platrann and tluar lungs were 
washed free ol dark srrnts ami sni(*lLs, and through 
pine woods and oaks tlnry tsinin upon plains of 

flowers. . 

How do yon. as a !)ntaiu.st, Ixsu* this ? ” Kit said 
to John Bakc'r our in<n’ninr^ 

Mardlvd’ hr r(*plif‘d. 

Wliirls of el<‘niatl;a hcflds of cieep purple iris, 
yellow sa\ifrag<% rnsuiuvliitr nm's, amanones, these 
she ns'otou>a‘d, and tlirn he taiedu lua* vitiunuim 
and l)(‘rl){'ris and ftitillaiias and et Unurasters, all she 
was al)l<‘ to rcanrnilH-!' oi the nam<‘s sri<'ntists liad 
faslt-uc‘d upon inten mt wild tluniya 1 i<' ])ronounced 
their nanu's unfailimdv anrl then lie sliuwed her the 
first hliH' poppit's slu' had cw‘<*r seem 

‘‘ I eoll<Tt(ai blue |Hippi(^s orn'e/' he said, ** They 
won't grow anyuin'rc* hut lirre, though. They're 
bred to this air. 1 dv>nd dig thnn any more or take 
their s<-<*d from tlumi.'’ He hsimai over the soft 
satin-silver blue f!eavri\ It is worth coming just 
to tluatid’ he said. 

Ikit the (iay ot !h% grr.it exeitrment was when he 
found a small grouiu! nn hid o!‘a ts>luur he had never 
seen Ixdorr. jhssidr him a riv<T tosseti and tumbled 
and through tlie torest ; ot' larch ami spruce, junipers 
and liirtii, lunls tlarted, white-isipped redstarts and 
wagtails am! somrtiturs a rare bhuid |)heasant. But 
he saw only the plain htflr plant at his feet and he 
dug for its root. At that same nionumt Ronald 
Briigh saw a great Tiheiaii stag in the forest and 
shouted, llirrr was a glimpse iif an enormous 
leaping lanlv. Kit < ried out to the mm liehind and 
Bert led tlimi in a plunge through t!ie undergrowth 
of mrnintain ash. The stag rstaiprd. When Kit 
turned to the road again site saw John Baker, lifting 
his plant drlieaielv troin the soil, his back to them* 
He had seen and hrarti imthing. 



They scarcely knew when the high plain land 
began to mount again beneath their feet, except that 
day by day the rhododendrons shrank in size and the 
irises were paler and the trees grew sparse until the 
pines were gone and there were no more birches 
or willows and junipers. Now the pink and orchid 
rhododendrons were only a foot high, and then they 
were gone and there was left only a tiny purple 
rhododendron, scarcely higher than thick moss. 

And then this too was gone, fading away into a 
delicate purple mist, and then before them was the 
plateau of Phari and then the peak of Chomulhari, 
sharp and beautiful, standing jealously to prevent 
them as they came to the true gates of Tibet. 

In India Kit had been too aware of herself. The 
windless nights and the days too hot and moist had 
made acute every nerve of sense in her body. She 
smelled not only the strange new odours of an un- 
familiar country but it seemed to her that everyone 
had an accentuation of his own odour — she, too, 
perhaps ? She distinguished one by one the men, 
Jack Rexall’s faint acid reek, the smell of Baker, 
clean except for the trace of rotted leaf and dried 
moss that clung to him, the smell of tobacco that was 
Ronald Brugh — she had labelled each one privately 
to Bert one night, half laughingly, when they were in 
tents outside a village. 

“ What about me ? ” he demanded. 

“ What about me ? ” she countered. And without 
answering she went on, “ It’s as though India brought 
out the essential of one’s body.” 

“ What is mine ? ” he persisted. 

She had sniffed a little. 

“ Machine oil — and sweat — and sacred cow,” 
she said mischievously. 

“ What’s sacred cow about me ? ” he demanded. 
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«« I smell sacred cow everywhere in India/’ she 
said evasively* 

He picked np a map and threw it at her, and then 
reached for her and tumbled her into his arms. 

Gall me names ! ” he said in mock fierceness. 
Now close against his flesh the heat made her gasp. 

Don’t/’ she said sharply. “ I can’t bear it ” 

He dropped her, suddenly angry. 

Oh all right,” he said, if you mean it. You’re 
damned full of notions for a wife, Kit.” 

Yes,” she agreed. I know it — sorry ! I’ll 
be better when it’s not so hot.” 

But indeed all through India in that atmosphere 
everything was too much and too intense and all 
scents were heavy. She could not endure a presence 
or a. closeness. The very taste of food upon the 
tongue had been too pungent. 

Xhen as their frontiers rose to the sky, Tibet 
changed them all and with them she was changed. 
Her too acute senses subsided in the dry high air. 
She felt clean and lifted up. Even beyond the pass 
there was no long descent. Tibet stood high above 
India, and from the pass it lay before them open to 
the eternal blue of the sky, and as though the map 
had become stone and mountain and plateau. The 
very rains that had worn India into deep and jungled 
valleys were held back at Chomulhari and the 
mountains forbade the clouds upon Tibet. And yet 
when she followed the direction of John Baker s 
searching eyes, Kit saw the buds of coming flowers, 
incarvillias, he said, that in summer would blossom 
purple in the shape of small trumpets, and there 
were blades of dwarf iris yet to flower.^ Here and 
there they found new grass growing in a wind- 
sheltered spot, and little hares nibbled at the scanty 
shrubs. 

But wind was the atmosphere of Tibet After the 
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brief calm of sunrise was over the days were swept 
into wind. They struggled against it as they walkei 
or, if they rode, their small ponies were blown like 
little ships. A head wind held them back a third 
of their day’s allotted journey, and a wind from their 
backs hastened them as much. Kit chose often to 
walk, but she learned to keep a step behind Bert 
where his body gave her shelter. At nightfall, when 
the wind stopped, it left them all dazed and looking 
strangely alike, their faces parched and browned and 
all their sweat dried upon them. 

In India the men had been irritable and quarrel- 
some. She had laughed at one and another of these 
quarrels, guarding constantly her own irritability. 
But Tibet healed them. When at night each went 
to his own tent they went in quietness. And this 
good humour was not peculiar to them. It was a 
part, too, of the nature of the people whom they 
passed upon the rocky wind-scoured roads and in 
little villages. They were people of good humour. 
They wore jewels, rough lumps of turquoise held in 
silver, though dirt encrusted their flesh and made 
their shapeless garments stiff. But the high earth 
had lifted them toward the sky, too, and sun and wind 
had purified them. Water was scarce, but none of 
them needed to bathe as in the heat and dampness 
they must bathe to keep themselves from their own 
putrefactions. Filth did not rot here, it dried and 
blew away. There was no stink. 

A physical exaltation laid hold upon the whole 
expedition. For the first time Kit felt it knit together. 
The men began to study their maps and to talk of 
the approach to Pangbat. Ronald Brugh began to 
find the porters who were able to climb. They 
paused four days at Phari, filthiest of little towns, 
a cluster of houses sheltering beneath a fort, and 
thence made steady upward marches westward, 
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stopping at sundown, to sleep in a tent or if there 
were a monastery, in empty cells, where dirty cheer- 
ful monks stood around the door to watch all that 
was done. 

There would have been no reality in all this 
dream-like passage of time. Kit thought, except that 
none of it made any change in Bert. He slept in a 
monastery cell as though it were his bedroom in the 
farmhouse where he had been born. He woke and 
was dissatisfied without coffee and ham and eggs. 
Kit felt herself changed to the heart by the high 
air, by the stark snow-capped mountains continually 
beyond the bare brown glacier-rounded hills, by the 
complete simplicity of this life she now led. She 
did not look in a mirror for days together. She rose 
in the morning when the bell clanged for rising and 
at the early breakfast stood as silent as the men, 
eating what the Tibetan cook had prepared. All 
food was good and they were perpetually hungry. 
The finicking appetites they had had in India were 
gone. All through the day’s march the change 
held, whether she walked or rode. The land was 
full of quiet. The wind made a wall around each 
of them, and within the wall was quiet. Men’s 
faces turned toward her if she spoke, or went on 
absorbed if she did not. Sometimes she caught 
Ronald Brugh’s eyes and they smiled without speech. 
He would be likeable, she thought, if there had been 
time for it. But there was no time in this steady 
upward march toward a mountain top. 

So she lived in her own loneliness and let it 
withdraw her into solitude. One day when she had 
stayed behind at camp while the men went out to 
gather in supplies for the climb now very nearly 
ahead of them, she sat on a box in the door of her 
tent and opened her knapsack and took out the 
small black notebook in which for so many years 
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she had WTitten her dose short poems. She y 
\mtten several pages during these last weeb, 
ing them in the silence of days and writing tfaemi^ 
night by the light of a candle guttering among 
dying moths, or of a Tibetan lamp filled with oft 
butter. 

She read them over, one by one, recalling the 
mood in which each had been written. 
would become of these thoughts and feelings whic^ 
no one had ever seen ? Yes, Norman had see"" 
three of them, this one beginning, “ Since now 
w'e know—” ; this one, beginning, “ Today when] 
awoke to_my first dawn — ” ; this one, “ Entreat us 
as you w"ill, I cannot leave you.” 

After that long poem there was silence upon y 
pages before her until the one, unfinished still, which 
•she had been writing that day in Peking when she 
had first met Bert. And then for a very long time 
there was only the one written in the library at Glen 
Barry on the rainy day. And now in these k 
weeks she had written more than she had ever before 
She counted them — a hundred and fifty-sevec 
There were enough for a book, only she would never 
want to publish them. Here in the solitude of this 
enormous landscape she thought of that crowd so 
avnd for anything it could get from Bert Holm. It 
was still there and waiting, and she could give them 
nothing of this. They would search out everythinr 
that imght seem to tell them anything about Bert 

looking for what they 
wnrH come to despise the 

Ilf if forever tarnished for her, and 

lot 

resd^slv°a^w^'^ about the book and rose 

whS^frTl t to the brown hillside 

hich feU sharply down from the tents. In the 
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distance a shepherd herded a few grey sheep, his 
dark rags fl>'ing in the wind. It was late afternoon 
and the men would soon be coming back. Why did 
she suddenly feel, as she did so often, that she had 
only a little while left her until — until when? 
Until Bert came back — not until she died, of 
course. She was too healthy. But if it were until 
she died — silly imagining, when she was as well as 
possible, and more nearly fat than she had ever been 
in her life in spite of heat and travel ! But suppose 
she knew she were going to die, what would she do 
with a last little while ? She sent her mind flying 
out into the space around her and it came back to 
her with the certainty of a homing dove. All these 
vagrant weeks she had let time slip by in a solitary 
stillness that could pass for a content, but underneath 
the content she knew all through that passing time 
that she would write to Norman again some day, 
somewhere, a long letter. The last necessity had 
never come but now it was here. She knew why. 
Tomorrow, Rexall had said only this morning, then- 
last mail would be sent back. 

“ If I don’t write now. I’ll never -write to him 
again,” she thought with a certainty as unreasoning 
as the rising wind. If ever it were to be done, it 
must be now. After Pangbat no one knew what 
change might come to them aU. 

She had finished the letter at last. She would not 
count the pages nor re-read them to sec what she 
had written. She did not know whether she had 
told him everything or even anything. She had not 
one or several things to tell him. She wanted simply 
to communicate with him utterly and completely at 
the point where she was. It was in no manner a 
love letter. She did not want to write him a love 
letter. No, what she had done was this : she had 
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gone back to the moment when he had told her he 
could not love her enough and step by step she wrote 
down everything that had happened to her until this 
present moment. She put down Lily as clearly and 
justly as she could, and did not dislike her. She 
saw Lily clearly. She saw everything clearly in this 
sharp Tibetan sunlight. But all that took only a 
few pages. What took page upon page were these 
last weeks when with Bert and yet alone she had 
been rising upward out of heat and confusion toward 
the Tibetan sky. That sky reached above her now. 
blue and always cloudless. ’ 

“ So here I arri, Norman,” she said at last. “I 
don’t know what is ahead. Perhaps you will never 
hear of me again and perhaps you will hear a great 
deal of me. Mrs. Bert Holm, of course, won’t write 
to you. She hates any sort of double life. She 
wants to live simply and clearly with nothing to 
explain or hide in the intolerable way people do 
hide things. What Gail finds fun would bore her. 
You remember how Kit Tallant always was — such 
an everything-or-nothing sort of person. Mrs. Hob 
is the same way in an even narrower fashion.” 

She hesitated, and looking up, stared into the 
white tops of distant mountains. The afternoon was 
so clear that she might perhaps see Everest. Ronald 
Brugh had said it was barely possible at this spot 
She sat, her inward gaze penetrating the empty skj’ 
until she could see across the ocean, homeward to 
where Norman was — not waiting for her, for he 
would wait for no one — so, simply to where he was. 
And instantly she felt him so clearly that he seemed 
to spring into her presence, alive and himself. She 
had always half believed in clairvoyance, and now 
she did believe in it. He sat at his table, writing. 

“ Norman ! ” she said. He looked up and smiled 
his unwilling smile. But his dark eyes were warm 
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and she felt him glad to see her, not ordinarily glad 
but as she had never seen him before, eagerly, 
passionately glad, relieved even, as though he had 
been anxious and even a little longing. She thought 
\vith a sort of shock, too sudden to be joy or any- 
thing but pure surprise, “ Why, I believe he could 
love me — if I tried— — ” 

He was gone again. If Norman were going to 
love her, did love her, perhaps had loved her all 
along and had only fought against love and not 
against her, then what ? “ When I go home, if I 

lift my finger the way Gail lifts hers,” she thought, 
laughing suddenly, “ I believe he would ! ” 

She wrote hurriedly across the end of her letter, 
“Dear Norman, I am yours ever. Kit.” That 
was the right end, wasn’t it — the true end ? It 
seemed so, in this clear and distant solitude. She 
folded the letter crookedly because it was so thick, 
and put it into the envelope and sealed it with a 
row of Indian stamps. It would be carried back 
into India and mailed there. 

Then she went outdoors and stood facing the 
western sky. Far below her to the left she could see 
the figures of the men returning. Bert was ahead. 
She saw him wave his arms to her, and she took the 
blue scarf from her throat and let the wind wave it 
toward him. She was full of peace as though a thing 
inevitable had been well done. 

The wind was dying now for night. She could 
smell food cooking in the kitchen tent, and the 
scent of dry sunbaked hillside. Below in the 
valley lay a small lake,., blue all day and now 
turning coppery as the evening light grew strong. 
She could see a brown skylark rise above a patch 
that was a green garden. The bird rose and rose, 
but not as high as she was standing, and then fell 
again. She heard a mountain finch and the rustle 
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of a partridge in a clump of grass, though she could 
not see them. Their feathers were brown, as most 
birds were brown in this brown country. Colour' 
could not live here except in the sky, and except as 
light searched it out or painted it where it was not 
Then suddenly out of the translucence of the sky 
she saw something rise far above her, distant as a 
cloud, and as white as cloud. She stared at it, 
amazed at the cloud, and then she knew it was no 
cloud. It held its shape immutably in the sky, and 
she recognized it. It was Everest. She gazed at it 
and felt swept upward to that spotless snowy crest 
until twilight covered the sky. 

“ I saw Mount Everest,” she said solemnly to the 
men returning, and met their varying half-envious, 
half-doubting comments by insistence. “ It couldn’t 
have been any other — it was the highest thing in the 
world — half-way to zenith ! ” 

“ I felt it was Everest,” she told Bert in their tent 
that night. 

“ Yeah ? ” he said comfortably from his sleeping 
bag. 

“ Do you wish still you were climbing Everest 
instead of Pangbat ? ” she asked. 

“ No,” he replied and yawned. “ I guess Pangbat 
is about high enough for me. Just so it’s higher’n 
anyone else has gone, I’m satisfied.” 

“ Somebody will climb Everest though, some 
day,” she went on dreamily. “ I wish it were 
I.” 

“ I like climbing, but I don’t want to die at it 
or at anything,” Bert said. He was silent while she 
made sure of the tent flap and put out the small 
lantern. Then in the darkness she heard him mur- 
mur drowsily, 

“ Come in with me. Kit — I’m cold all by 
myself.” 
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She hesitated and then, feeling her essential 
solitude assured, she once more could obey. 

Pangbat, as they approached it from the western 
side of the endless ridge in which it stood, was a 
mountain built in long simple slopes sweeping up- 
ward to clustered crags. They walked now in a 
straggling line among rough uneven hills. Twenty 
miles away these hills became low mountains. Ten 
miles and five miles further away they were moun- 
tains upon whose highest surfaces was a sift of 
snow. Above them, like a gigantic curled wave, 
was Pangbat. 

“ Got to find a way through them,^^ Bert said. 
He was growing more silent day by day as he ap- 
proached Pangbat. At every mile or two he stopped 
and through his binoculars surveyed his mountain. 

It isn’t as easy as it looks,” he announced one 
morning. “ Those slopes aren’t smooth.” He 
handed the glasses to Kit, and she gazed through 
them at the mass that stood against the sky. ^ Pangbat 
leaped at her and the lens magnified faithfully a 
surface which, seemingly smooth, was in reality 
broken by step-like cliffs. Only on one surface did 
the snow still lie smooth and that surface was at- 
tached like a saddle to another peak. Pangbat 
indeed stood between two lesser peaks from which it 
seemed to spring, but one rose higher than the other 
and from it the saddle to Pangbat was less steep. 

That’s where we’ll put the base camp, in that 
hollow,” Bert decided. 

. John Baker, walking with his eyes always upon 
the ground, looked up. 

Too high,” he said. _ 

‘‘You mean it’s too high up for you, Bert 

growled. . 

“ That’s true, too,” John Baker saip equably. 
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He had steadily refused to quarrel with Bert again 
though Bert was daily more irritable as he planned 
the final climb. “ No use for me to go above the 
snow line,” Baker added. 

The terrific landscape began to have its effect 
upon them all. 

Behind them came a long line of pack animals and 
porters. Jack Ilexall and Ronald Brugh, working 
together, had rounded them up out of mountains, out 
of little villages and small fortified cities. Men'and 
beasts seemed strangely alike before this oppress- 
ing landscape upon which they struggled together. 
When Kit grew exhausted at the burden of her own 
body, she thought of these loaded creatures and kept 
silent or uncontrollably quarrelled with Bert’s com- 
plaints. 

“ Gosh, I’m a fool for not staying in a comfortable 
house in the U.S.A.,” he said now as they went on 
together. 

“ Why didn’t you ? ” she said sharply. 

“ Because I’m a fool, I said,” he retorted. 

“ If you feel so, you are a fool,” she said. 

“ Not if you say so,” he growled. “ My feet are 
all blisters,” he added. 

“ I’m tired of hearing about your feet,” she 
replied. She had a blister on her own heel, but she 
would not speak of it. “ These porters are splendid,” 
she said, “ carrying loads as they climb.” 

“ They’d do anything for a few cents,” Bert said. 

“ At least they do it,” she replied, and then 
wondered at the stupidity of quarrelling. 

As they left the rounded foothills and began the 
serious ascent of lower Pangbat a strange wretched- 
ness fell upon them all. Ronald Brugh bore it 
better than any of them. He plodded steadily on- 
ward, watching the porters as he walked, but he 
looked at Kit shrewdly. 
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Feeling sad, aren’t you ? ” he inquired one 

“^‘^^hTnodded. “ Why should I ? ” she asked. 

‘‘ Everyone does,” he replied. “ It’s a sort of 
--.itual mountain sickness, a warning, perhaps, that 
are not made for high places. The body is 
^aid of where the spirit may take it and puts out its 
^jjds to drag it back by misery.” 

Why do you keep watching the porters ? ” she 
^ted, seeing his eyes upon them. 

cc Soon they will begin to try to desert,” he said, 
tt j know. I’ve been through this before. White 
gH keep on, but those Sherpas and Bhotians are 
°^a.rer their beginnings than we are — or farther, I 
know which, depending on whether you think 
f the race’s span as ascent or descent. The Tibetans 
°all farther than any of them if they have their 
blessing before they start.” He smiled. “ I 
paid the lama to bless them well,” he added, “ but 
^ey don’t know that.” 

That night when they were half-way to the saddle 
of pangbat, three Bhotians deserted and turned back. 
Ronald Brugh’s anger fell like an avalanche of ice 
upon those who were left. 

“ Dare to leave ! ” he told the ones who were left. 
“ I will bring down the curse of the Snowmen of 
Pangbat upon you.” They stared at him fearfully, 
and. went slowly to their loads. 

At the snow line, John Baker stopped and put up 
ViTg own tent. “ This is the end of my world, ^ he 
said. “I’U have time to put my specimens into 
sh.ape, and I want to explore just along the snow 
line and see what I find.” _ . 

He kept with him a tall Tibetan boy who climbed 
above the edge of glaciers and explored the ravine 
bed by the hidden waters. “ Anybody else want to 
stay ? ” he inquired. 
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Francis Brewer wavered. He had grown into a 
deep friendship with Baker. Then he looked up 
at Pangbat. It was a day so clear and still that 
Pangbat was crystal set against azure. “ I reckon 
ril keep going,” he drawled, “ Pangbat’s got me.” 

The others merely smiled at Baker’s question. 
Each for reasons of his own was determined to try 
for Pangbat. It was no longer a matter of following 
Bert, for one by one they had withdrawn from him 
Kit had watched an early deference to Bert lose its 
eagerness and turn to edged politeness. Dick Blastel 
did not even pretend politeness, and he ignored 
Bert’s presence as he did his share of the work. 
Whether Tibet had wrapped them all in her own 
solitude, or whether as Ronald Brugh had said it 
was inevitable, the pattern of the expedition had 
changed. 

But none of the men changed as Jimmie Frisk 
had changed. The sandy-haired young reporter 
grew into a silence almost ferocious. What he was 
feeling Kit did not know but continuous quarrelling 
had sprung up between him and Bert. Bert had 
not been satisfied with the last stories Frisk had 
sent and he could not forget. 

“ They might have been about anybody,” he 
said. “ I wanted them to be about the Bert Holm 
expedition. People want to hear something personal, 
not a lot of stuff about scenery.” 

“ I’m sorry,” Jimmie Frisk said shortly. “ This 
scenery — gets me.” He stared upward at the strong 
snowy shoulders of Pangbat. “ Nothing personal 
seems worth writing about any more.” 

“ Brame won’t be able to make anything out of 
that stuff,” Bert said stubbornly. He was handsomer 
than ever in his white fur parka. Though they were 
now thousands of feet up Pangbat’s slopes and 
within a day of the site for. the final base camp, the 
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sun was warm and the men were sitting bareheaded 
before their open tents. An ocean of cloud lay 
beneath the sunlight through which rose snowy 
peaks and beyond them were the distant mountains Ol 
Nepal. Of all the men only Bert in his white parka, 
bis fair head bare of the hanging hood, was not 
dwarfed in his own beauty. Kit looking at him 
pondered the cruelty which made the mere size and 
colour and shape of one body, Bert’s body, only 
more beautiful in the midst of snow and sunshine, 
and at the same time pinched little Jimmie Frisk, 
and made him shrink inside his leather windproof 
coat and reddened his slightly upturned nose, and 
blistered his too fair skin and dried his straight 
colourless hair. He was possessed by this landscape 
which used him so cruelly, and Bert cared nothing 
for it and suffered nothing from it and yet looked 
born to stand upon it. And still, though she could 
enjoy his beauty, at the same time she knew it meant 
nothing and to her it was worth nothing. 

And yet she was sufficiently just, watching Bert 
calmly here in the presence of the Himalayas, to 
realize that she must not blame him. Thus had 
she been changed. So it seemed they all grew in- 
distinguishable each day as they crept a little higher 
up the side of Pangbat, all except Bert, whom even 
Pangbat could not change. 

Gail had said once in half-envious mockery, 
“Think of the fun you’ll have being the only 
woman ! ” But even Gail, had she been here, 
would have become less than woman. Man and 
woman ceased to be in the increasing severity of their 
days. The laws of earth were in abeyance here 
where earth stood under the sky. She lived and 
moved among the men as though they were all a 
race of neutrals, existing upon ice, breathing the 
rarefied atmosphere which left them no strength for 
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more than the duty of food and sleep after climhin? 
And had it been otherwise, somehow the mountain 
would have shamed them. In its presence there 
could be nothing so trivial as love-making between 
insects. 

She understood the look of rage in Jimmie Frisk’s 
eyes when Bert spoke of Roger Brame, a rage sUent 
because it could not speak to Bert and be under- 
stood. 

“ Suppose you write what you want said about 
yourself,” he said to Bert. 

“ I have my own job,” Bert replied shortly. 
“ Besides, you’re paid to write.” 

“Just tell me what to say then,” Frisk insisted. 
“ Come on— give me an idea of how you want it 
laid on.” He was growing white about his peelin? 
lips. “ The people’s hero speaks ! ” he added, look- 
ing around at them. 

Bert turned to him calmly and by his beauty and 
calmness put the gibbering little reporter unjustly 
into the wrong. 

“ You know I don’t mean that,” he said simply, 
“What I want is just straight stuff about what 
actually happens. I don’t mind a little description 
on the side, but you could tell, for instance, about 
the exploring I did yesterday for this trip today 

“ Where a devoted native porter fell into a 
crevasse and Bert Holm risked his own life and went 
down at the end of a rope to get him ! ” Frisk flung 
out. 

_ Bert did not answer. He turned and went inside 
his tent. In the circle of idling weary men Kit felt 
the atmosphere grow tense. 

“ What’s the matter with you, Jim ? ” Harden 
Coombes said. Of all the men, Coombes had re- 
mained most the man he was, a gentle believer in 
that in which he had believed about Bert Hohn. 
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■pfc had not stood climbing well, being at each new 
^tjtudc auacked afresh by mountain sickness. Now, 
'thin a day of the base camp site he was terrified 
he could follow Bert no farther and so be left 
lye^md. “ After all, Jim, Bert did go down after the 
^2low, didn’t he ? It was just like him, too.” 

* “ That’s why I say, * Damn him ! ’ ” Frisk re- 

ported. 

“ But— it was a noble thing to do ! ” Coombes pro- 
tested. Under the shining clear light of the setting 
gPin his snow-strained eyes were running and bleared 
and he wiped them with the end of his scarf. 

“ Too damned noble ! ” Frisk growled. 

Coombes began again, sniffling a little. “ I can’t 
nnderstand ” 

“ Then damn you too ! ” Frisk broke in. He 
jumped up and slipping and stamping upon the 
crunching snow he went off to his own tent. 

In the midst of this quarrelling one night the 
others sat in an apathy and watched the tremendous 
sun fling its colours against gigantic palettes of snow. 
Xhe mountains grew rose and purple and the valleys 
•were ice-green in their hollows. It was too huge for 
them. A little beneath them the porters began to 
chant one of their dirge-like prayers. And one by 
one the men rose and went away. 

Kit sat a moment alone. The only human sound 
was the faint intermittent tapping of a typewriter 
from Frisk’s tent. It had no importance and yet it 
broke the enormous silence into fragments of its own 
size and she rose and went into the tent she and Bert 
had for their own. He was lying in his sleeping bag 
staring up into the tent top. When she came in he 
turned bewildered eyes upon her. 

“ Not that it matters,” he said, “ but have you 
any idea why in hell Jim was so mad at me ? ” 

His eyes were as innocent as blue water in a lake. 

321 



She was dismayed by such innocence. What could 
one do with it or how escape from it ? Nothing and 
never, she thought. She smoothed out her own 
sleeping bag. 

Perhaps the mountains make him queer/’ she 
said. “ They do us all maybe except you, Bert 
You don’t seem to mind.” 

Why should I ? ” he asked. '' Pm only doing a 
job. I don’t see what that has to do with it ” 

“ Nothing,” she hastened to say. Nothing at 
aU.” 

He accepted this and lay, she thought wickedly, 
looking as noble as a recumbent Greek statue. 

‘‘ Come and kiss me,” he commanded. 

My cold’s no better,” she warned him. 

“ Come on over here, I tell you,” he said. 

She went over to him to receive his kiss. But then 
Bert never had colds. Not even that small ailment 
ever marred the perfection of his looks. She let him 
press her against him and felt for that moment as 
helpless as an insect upon a mountain clijff. 

Here in the presence of endless time and of space 
stretching from earth to heaven in these mountains 
it was no longer of importance that between Bert and 
herself there could be no companionship. She 
watched herself shrink into a tiny being the size of 
the little man upon her Chinese seal. That ivory 
mountain was in her knapsack, and sometimes when 
she was alone she looked at it and came in the 
presence of Pangbat to understand what it meant. 
The man had no face. He was too small for any 
distinguishing mark except his human shape. 

Two days of slow climbing had brought them to 
this narrow plateau upon the right saddle of Pangbat. 
This was as far as she was to go, Bert told her. While 
they were climbing the slope the height had looked 
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35 distant and difficult as the crest and that crest 
indeed seemed only a little further than the saddle. 
3 ut now above their small pitched tents Pangbat 
jiad again withdrawn itself and stood remote. She 
said nothing as Bert removed it still further. It was 
not necessary for her to climb higher. Roger Brame’s 
last cable, Ijrought to them in the foothills by a 
Sberpa runner, had made that clear — 

“ Everybody following stories of expedition with 
ntmost excitement,” the cable had said. She could 
imagine Brame in his little office in New York 
dictating calmly, “ Extremely important Bert to reach 
pangbat top to avoid public disappointment.” They 
■were all here upon this icy saddle of a Himalayan 
mountain in order that a public thousands of miles 
away, in comfortable farmhouses, in warm suburban 
houses, in city apartments, might be freshly excited 
and above all, not disappointed. It was necessary 
only for Bert to climb as high as they expected. 

The plateau was not so good a camping place 
as it had looked from below. It sloped too sharply 
downward, so that inside the tents the ground was 
too slanting for good sleep and there was no wind 
shelter. This first morning there was already a hint 
of the coming monsoon storms. The wind was 
bitter and it tore at the tents and whistled through 
the guy ropes. The porters looked frightened and 
miserable and they received apathetically the extra 
food and clothing which Rexall handed out to them 
and they turned their backs upon Pangbat and stared 
hopelessly toward the valley from which they had 
come. 

And yet after rest and food and a noon sun which 
shone warm against the wind, through them all 
crept the quickening of the rush for the top. The 
wind had hurried Bert’s determination. .Monsoons 
would make the ascent impossible. 
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“ I’m going to make my first stab at it tomorrow ” 
be told them. ’ 

Coombes was ill. He lay in his sleeping-ba? 
breathing heavily, his round face green with nausea 
They were ^1 weary with altitude. The very weight 
of a hand lifted was three times what it should be 
But Bert was not weary. Now that Pangbat rose 
before him every petty habit of complaint fell from 
him and some strange strength upheld him. He 
ignored discomfort and, cold and the difficulty of 
breathing which troubled them when they moved 
too quickly, even after a day of rest, and he sat in his 
tent, planning with pencil and paper, and lifting his 
eyes to Pangbat, white against the deep blue sky of 
afternoon. 

“Tomorrow at dawn. Kit,” he ordered her. 
“ We want breakfast over by five, me and Brugh' 
Brewer and Blastel and Calloway and Mayhew! 
Rexie won’t go. Baum better stay ready for any. 
body that gets hurt and to look after Coombes. I’ll 
take the lead. None of them can work with ice the 
way I can.” He was boasting, but it did not seem 
boasting now, and they allowed him anything 
because of what he had to do. “ I’ll take porters 
for three camps. Brugh will handle them.” 

Upon a photographed map of Pangbat’s side were 
•three carefully drawn little tents to mark the camps. 
Three days and they would be sleeping in the last 
.and highest one and from there at the fourth dawn 
they would make the last dash for the top. He 
would have with him those who were able to follow 
so far. 

Hundreds of feet below at this base camp Jimmy 
Frisk would have his long-range camera trained 
upon Pangbat, as it stood hanging against the sky. 
He would photograph Bert climbing step by step up 
that final crag, surmounting somehow the cornice of 
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snow which the Jclcsidju; showed them was there, 
standing at tlie t(»i), looking down on the world. It 
never occurred to Kit that anyone would be there 
with him. She always .saw Bert there alone. 

The base canij) had indeed Inani badly chosen. 
There was not only tlie sloping icy siirfaee, deceptively 
gentle and so .sninnih beneath powdery snow that a 
piece of icy rock droppeit .slitl for niile,s, but the wind 
continued to tear at ibem. It swe])l the snow from 
the ice and blew it in bright whirls through the 
suiisliiae and wliiid.rd it into their tents until it was 
silled everywhere like sand. The porters groaned 
and (loomlfcs lav p.uiently rntomixal by drifts. 
Too ill to .St ru !,'(,;!<• alter Bert, he lay sulfcring with 

disappointment. 

“ Of cour.se I know Brit couldn’t wait a day or 
two for me,” he kriu s.iying, “ I oughtn’t to think 
of myself, except I’ve come a pretty long way for 
this.” 

“ Bert is so afraid of the monsoons e.oming,” Kit 
murmured. “ f.very d.iy counts now.” 

“Oh, he’s rig, lit,” Ooimibes agreed .sorrowfully. 
“ ’’I'isn’t that.” 

But it w.is that. Bor Berl was thinking now of 
no one Imt himself, i he day ami the night_ was 
ah.sorhed in the prep.ir.itum for his great .solitary 
cliiirt for the ire.ik. lie mmie meticulous examina- 
tion of ropes and ice .ises, of pitons ;uid boots, and 
.spent half his bust earning arguing with Klmcr Baum 
as to whether or not he would take a smadl supply of 
o.xvgeu with him. He decided lirst against it. 

“ By the time I take the extra load of it to the 
point where 1 need if,” he told Kit, “ I’d have spent 
enough eneigy to carry me on to the top.” Ihen 
sutldenly he changed hi.s mimi. “ Nope, maybe it 
woukl be ju.st what I needed at the end.” 

bhe agreed «iuirtly t<J tmything he said and went 
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on packing into a small flat box the concentrated 
rations he would take for the last. They all agreed 
to anything he said now. There was no more 
complaining even from the porters, though the wind 
did not cease and there was a shortage of water 
At this altitude snow and ice evaporated without 
melting, and there was no trickle of water anywhere 
even at the edge of a glacier. The dry snow had to 
be melted and fire was sluggish. 

But everything was endured in preparation for the 
moment for which they had come. For this moment 
all individual life was in abeyance. Beneath the high 
Himalayan peak the world was waiting. Though 
they were thrust too near the sky to hear or see the 
earth, they knew that beneath the clouds which 
spread around them like a silver floor, radios caught 
from the air the news that Bert Holm was prepai^g 
for his last quick ascent. Ships carried the photo- 
graphs over seas, scientists made their guesses upon 
his failure or success and in America men’s Rotaries 
and women’s clubs prepared programmes of celebra- 
tion and newspapers saw to it that all the facts were 
ready for Bert Holm’s obituary, in case ... 

The wind died suddenly that night. In the 
morning Bert led out the five men he had chosen, 
and there in firont of the little huddle of tents the 
others gathered to see him off, all except Coombes, 
who was too ill to leave his sleeping-bag. It was 
just after dawn. Kit had crept out of her bag an 
hour before and seen to breakfast herself. She was 
growing used already to the altitude and was able 
to breathe without too much effort, and she had 
planned to make a little fete of this breakfast but 
when the moment came the men were in no mood 
for it. They stood about the flat rock which served 
as a table and ate quickly. Bert was almost totally 
silent. She saw his eyes checking sharply each piece 
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f gqyipinrtit. [snrt<'rs wvv. (o with them 

far as tln-y ( ('uiil. i’>! n":h li;ul chuscat them care- 
fully, Sh(‘r[);Mui-n, a. • c -tnnu il sti carryiiijj; loads over 
the in(>iinl.iin |ki < ■, o,; . i ilK !, i iiry stood in a 
semicircle w.dliiie, and ih iit. l.arly iu the inornin!]; 
while it v.is still li.ai., difV h.id risen and turning 
their laces toward i’an' dat hail jirau'd one of their 
wild chanting |ira\ It wa-, I'.ard to Ijclicvc now 
that that stramn- ji,-; ionair . rv to th.e g,,ds Hail come 
Ifom those stolid -aleni iacin •' Without it," Ronald 
Bruah litid said, " m>u lan't get them to undertake 
daii'J'cr. d'hi-v have to lucve their gyuls, these fellows.” 

' For ;i moment she ihoindil Ilert was .going to go 
away without ki aie,’; her sgiodliye. Actually he had 
shouted lictorc hr thiee..dit ot her, " .Ml ri.ght, fellows ! 
Oil your way ! " dhe leit a twist of hui.ghtcr in her 
breast. ! i"W shoi l.rul Roger Frame would be if 

he knew 1 ... 1 , 

“ Aren’t you goim' to kiss your ware goodbye, 

Bert? ” jiiniuie Frisk veiled, lie was staiidiug with 

his earner, i ready. 

Now she eould not keep from l.iu.ghing. The 
breath of her bitter l.oa diter blew from her lips in 
a mist, ,silv<-r and i old. Feri halted, turned and 
eame stamping low.ud in-r through tiie .smiw. 

” Hell,” In-'s.ud !r, iul.lv, " I a lujo.st forgot, Kit.” 
tlod, wh.it a 1 biinee \on iie,ulv lost 1 said 

Frisk sourly. ... o -n 

It was suihlciib, i ompletely ridietilous. otill 
laugiuntg she threw lier .inns .iijout him *md <..hispcd 
biiu and kissed him hr.u iilv on the lips. I lie libctaii 
porters st.uasl, strut k witii ,uua/ement and even 
horror, titid the lueii, seeiust the 1 ibetan face.s, 
lau'thrd one alter the other until in the sUence the 
eehors of their i.itnditer were thrown mockingly back 
to them Iroiii F.uivi'at. 

Bert tui'iieti .itiii ragt'd at them all. 
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“ What the hell are you fellows laughing at ? ” 
he shouted. 

“ Not at you,” Ronald Brugh said in his smooth 
voice. “ It’s the Tibetans. You’ve shocked them. 
Kissing your wife before you climb Pangbat is reck^ 
less defiance of the mountain gods. You ought to 
deny yourself, old chap. It means bad luck for 
one of us.” 

Bert’s sun-reddened face grew redder. “ I never 
know what you’re talking about, . Brugh,” he said 
shortly. “ Come on, let’s get going.” His harshness 
snuffed out their laughter, and they filed behind him, 
Brugh alone, and then Brewer and Blastel, and 
Calloway and Mayhew in pairs, and in the midst 
of it Jimmie Frisk ground at his clicking motion- 
picture camera. 

Watching Bert’s figure at the head of the scattered 
line moving slowly upward. Kit tried to think that 
it was possible she would never see him again. If 
Bert should not come back, this would be their last 
moment. A strange last moment then, belonging 
not to her but to the whole world, for over and over 
she could see it spread upon Sunday supplements 
and picture magazines and news-reels : “ Bert Holm 
Bids Wife Goodbye.” The crowds would spell out 
the words and then sit staring and absorbed, to share 
as they were able by the imagination that ro man tic 
kiss, given in the midst of the peaks of mountains 
high enough to be the dwelling-place of gods. She 
turned to Jimmie Frisk. 

“Did you get all the men laughing?” she 
inquired. 

“ If I did. I’ll cut ’em off,” he replied. “ It’ll 
spoil the romance.” 

His lips were so cracked and swollen that she 
could not discern a smUe, and his eyes, which might 
be full of his peculiar mischief, were hidden behind 
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the camera wliielii he still focussed upon Bert leading 

his men upward. 

She stood watching the diminishing figures. Once 
she thought ix-rt turned ami waved. She was not 
sure but she snatched the red scarf from her throat 
and waved it baek. 'riieii while she waved she had 
the sense of lieing watched, and turning, saw that 
Frisk had swung the camera on her. 

“ Swell ! ” he- cried. “ Co on, go on ! ” 

“I won’t,” site said violrntly, “Stop it! You 

haven’t tiie ris;iit to - to take me. I’m not Bert 

Flolin.” 

He lowered the ( amrra astonislicd until he saw 
that she was Inirt. 

“See here. I'm sorry. 1 didn’t dream you 
minded.” 

“ 1 do miiul,” she replied .sliortly and without 
another won! went into lier tent ;md closed the 
ilap.s tightly and sat <inwn on the hummock of ice 
under a fur which .served as a chair. It was absurd 
that here in sm h reniotmiess she had suddenly 
readied the point of last endurance ot that invisible 
crowd lieiore wliom :iie ami Bert must play out 
their lives eteniaih . 

“ I can’t even wave to my hn.sband,” she mut- 
tered alone childisitly, “ without everybody’s seeing 

me ilo It. 

It w;is prrfeulv tlvii Bert would mvtt 

coinr. tiark. What lir w*aH cluing was foolishly 
dauiteruus, aut! hr wuultl jihirk iiuthing because of 
dangca' whru Im niuuutaiu ntcHn! was on him* She 
had alrradv srrri him in that mood, when advice^ 
no critii'isin^ nu iatiipic swffved Idm from his dc- 
ternuuatium 'The higiirr he wTiit the more com- 
pletely puHsrsHcd he would be. At a certain point 
the purlers w'^uidd gu no further, ihc other men 
would stup unc by our, But us long as Pangbats 
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crest reached higher than he had climbed, Bert 
would put forth all the energy he never used for 
any other effort, to reach this one goal. Why, she 
would never understand so long as she lived. What 
magic was there in a mountain-top ? What satis- 
faction in the mere physical achievement of its 
height ? It must symbolize in some way a need of 
Bert’s soul that in no other way he could achieve. 

“ Bert, he always wanted to be on the top of 
things,” his mother had once said. “ He wasn’t 
satisfied when he could crawl without he rlimh on 
top of a table if it was in the room, and as soon as 
he got outside he was on top of the barn, and then 
always on top of the highest hill. Afraid of nothin’— 
that’s Bert.” 

It was not true, of course. He was not fearless. 
It was only that he saw nothing to achieve except, 
physically, the tops of mountains. Nothing else 
waked imagination in him. She sighed and shivered. 
She must go out in the sun. Now that the wind had 
gone down, it would be warmer outside. Then she 
must go and see how Coombes was. Three days of 
this must pass somehow before Bert could come back. 

She went out and looked up at Pangbat as it 
reared itself in the sunshine. The north face was 
almost sheer ice. She had studied it with Bert 
through the telescope again and again. Precipice 
rose upon precipice of old ice, greenish blue, cen- 
turies deep. Bert had given up the north face, but 
the south-west side rose by white folds and slowly 
rising slopes. He had chosen that way, though what 
lay between those curves and angles of snow none 
could guess. They hid him now ; she could see 
nothing upon the whiteness of the snow. The 
telescope stood swinging upon its standard. She 
went to it and lifting it to her eyes gazed through it 
and again Pangbat leaped at her. She saw the 
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seeming sniooiliiuss ol as surliitT Ijrokcn by rocks 
and by black gaps h inuM Ik' ( lacaisses. To the 
south a grcat^gl<ici(vr liuiiig .s< (aning tx'acly to move 
at a. sound. Ibii sraruh as shr tiid, alnauiy she could 
find notliing ol' iirri. Shr. or iiiiagiucd she saw, 
tiny marks in a sir<‘p ia( uiu r wiiitdi luight be steps 
cut by an ukc, thru slir urruhal lliat at this distance 
she could not svr ;au h stri>s. I>rsideig it was too soon. 
Pangbat had taken laat into its<-lh and wliaUwer 
he was, he was alnne u ith Pau-diat. P<‘rhaps he was 
another man w hen he was tlnis ainiu' with a niountain, 
but if he w<'re, .she wonhl in'ver km>w. He had 
forl)idden it. 

That night, unc'X|Ka lediy, Harden Coomhes died. 
The (ainij) liad l>rrn \rrv (piiet rdl day. The silence 
after the vvin(b ^lu* -auisc* ot' rehsist* from effort until 
Beriks niring tlu' unuaiallv warm sunshine had 
spread cfuirt c*vrry\\ heiaa .Re,xall had gone again 
and agidu to tlir tcdrsi'ojjr a.s long a,s dayliglit held, 
andjiirunie l’’risk had dtsa|rp('ared into his tent with 
his typewriter. Kit hej'sc^lf' iiad written letters to 
(jail and to h<‘r fatluu* and mother. It is so unreal 
1'U‘nt upon this namataiuT sh<^ Iku! begun each 
letter, that ! am .sure this letter will never reach 
you.'’ Nev<’rt!udr;;s yhr had writtem, and then 
fe(‘ling soiindinw ircr ami pleasantly idle, she had 
plav<Hl witii a pttrm. ^hr was curb'd into her sleep- 
iuipbag for wannth InU tlte flap t^idu'r tent was open 
to thr ^;un ami siie ua% wry (amddrtahle. When she 
thought of Bert it was still without fear, because the 
wc'atlu'r was perffH t. Toiuidu, she knew exactly 
where' he was to rm amp. I'he porU'rs would be 
left tlu're tomorrow, exiagir for tlu' two strongest, 
traiiirci fiv au rspnihiun upon 1‘Aa'rest. In this ease 
anti unusual warmili 'die had fallen asleep at mid- 
aftenuum, still in the sum 
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When she woke it was from cold. It was twilight 
the sun was gone, and though there was still no wind 
the profound cold of the darkness was welling into the 
tent like a chilly flood. She was about to spring up 
when she heard her name called. She recognized 
Elmer Baum’s voice. 

“ Yes ? ” she answered. 

Could you come to Coombes’ tent ? Pm 
worried about him.” 

Yes, certainly.” 

She struggled out of the bag and stood up, stiff 
with cold. He had a flashlight and in its glow she 
saw the circle of his face, as crudely cut as a cartoon, 
in the enveloping hood of his parka. 

“ He’s had a heart attack. I think he’s out of it 
But a woman’s help would be handy. The men 
mean well, but I need a delicate hand on his pulse 
wWle I give an injection ” 

I’ll come at once — ” She followed him across 
the rough snow asking anxious questions. When 
did it come on ? Why didn’t you call me ? Poor 
fellow!” 

“ Only about an hour ago. I had no idea ; I 
thought he was pulling up all right. He oughtn’t to 
be up here, of course, at all. He shouldn’t have got 
by the doctor in New York. His heart isn’t made 
for high altitudes, and that dysentery in India didn’t 
help him.” 

I didn’t know he had dysentery,” she exclaimed. 

** No ? I told Holm about it. I said then I 
didn’t think his heart would stand climbing.” 

Bert didn’t tell me,” she said. “ I wish I had 
known.” 

‘‘ He said Coombes didn’t need to go any higher 
than he wanted to,” Elmer Baum replied. “ And in 
fairness to Bert I must say Coombes put up a stiff 
fight to come. He worships Bert. Curious, but I 
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believe that’s wiiat’s taken the fight out of him, 
Bert’s goit'S without him. Too bad, besides, that 
Bert forgot to conic in and tell him goodbye. 
Coomhes had i>ecn cmmtiiig on it.” 

She (lit! not answer, sud<ienly too angry with Bert 
to speak. They were .it ( ioomlies’ tent now and she 
went in quietly. He l.ty in his sleeping-bag, his 
face blue and phnehed. .'\ common little face, it 
looked now, tliou;';h when he was liimscdf it had a 
certain pleasantuc.,, <>!' e'.pression that made one for- 
get small leatiu'cs .lud a dingy skin. i\’ow he. looked 
a little clerk w ho should have stayed Irehind his city 
counter. Kit knidt hesidc liim. 

“ Mr. (looiubes ■ " she said softly. A torch-light 
lit the lent, fie oix-ued his eye.s .slowly — “Hello, 

Mrs. Holm.” fie s, lid. 

" I ou.";!it to h.ive come in hcfiire,” she said 
quietly. ” But I've heen lazy and .sleeping. Bert 
left a iness.»!te for you tie heard you were a.sleep 
when he wimt and he didn’t want to wake you.” 

“1 w.isn't .isleep,” (iouinhrs muttered with a 
tongue too tliiik. “I was waiting; maybe my 
eyes shut.'' 

“Oh, I'm .so s'lirv,” she said. “He wanted to 
see von. lie w.intcd \on to wisli him luck. He 
said,’ ‘ Tell ( ioomlics I’m takiiu; him with me in my 
tliou'dits.’ ” 

“ i thought he must have said — something,” 
Coomhes said l.untly. “ I thought it wasn’t like him 
just to go ofi like that. 

“ No, indeed,” .she said clearly. She did not look 
at F, liner B.uiin. 

“ I'm cold." Coomhes whispered. 

“ I’m jnst gising voti .something to warm you up,” 
Baum s.tid. He pushed up Coomlieii’ .sleeve a little 
way atul tuulded tuiil she took the wrist between her 
fingens. it was piteously thin. She could feel the 
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pulse fluttering faintly just beneath the skin’s surface. 

“ Tell me if it changes,” Baum said softly. He 
was injecting very slowly. Goombes’ eyes were 
closing again and they could not hear him breathe. 
She clasped the wrist a little more tightly, counting 
its irregularity. Then in a moment it steadied. 

“ Stronger,” she whispered. 

It settled into something like a beat. 

“ More regular,” she whispered. 

The doctor pulled down the sleeve and took the 
wrist from her and crouched down to hold it himself. 
Goombes had slipped into sleep. They could hear 
him breathing now, deepening breaths as though he 
had not for a long time really had breath. 

“ I’m sending him down tomorrow if he can be 
moved,” Elmer Baum said in a low voice, and went 
on, “ It’s a strange thing, this attack. He began to 
feel worse as soon as Bert went this morning. I 
thought it was imagination from his disappointment. 
We kidded him and he shut up. Then an hour ago 
he seemed just to collapse. He’d been trying to hold 
up all day, evidently. I blame myself. He’s got to 
get to a lower altitude.” 

“ I’ll stay with him tonight,” she said. 

“ No need,” he replied. “ I shan’t leave. I’ll 
call you. ' You’d better get something to eat and 
crawl into your bag and stay warm. He’ll sleep 
now.” 

So, unwillingly, she rose to return to her tent 
When she stepped outdoors the moon was shining. 
By some chance she had not seen the moon since 
they had left India. Night after night there had 
been mists or the wind had been too bitter to 
encounter for any cause. But tonight there was still 
no wind. The clouds were suspended half-way to 
the valleys, and their peaks of mountains rose in their 
unearthly white around her. They stood as gods 
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might stand, in immense silent watchfulness, to gaze 
upon a human they had never seen before. For a 
moment she was frightened into a loneliness that 
had no human quality, she was a being in a universe 
not hers. It belonged to those huge watchful gods. 
Against Pangbat Bert contended — she could not at 
this moment imagine why — and it was as fantastic as 
a crazy dream that she should have followed Eert 
laere. 

She heard footsteps on the snow. Someone passed 
her. It was a porter, a young Tibetan whom she 
remembered because he wore gold earrings and was 
always laughing, but he was not laughing now. 
She watched him as he went to the slippery edge 
of the plateau. Then he turned his face toward 
Pangbat, and opening his rough fur coat, he bared 
his breast and beat it with his fists, he raised his 
hands above his head, and then stooping, knocked 
his head upon the ice upon which he stood. Then 
out of his bosom he took three sticks of incense and 
lighting them he set them in the snow. He was 
chanting something under his breath, but she did 
not quite hear it. She listened and caught Bert's 
name twisted and Tibetan upon a Tibetan's tongue — 

""" Bertu Hollem — Bertu Hollem He was pray- 
ing to the mountain god for Bert. 

She went on, feeling somehow conscience-stricken. 
She had not prayed for Bert. But then, she had no 
gods. And if she had, perhaps she would not pray 
for Bert, at least not until she had first prayed for 
poor Harden Goombes, who needed it the more. . . . 

It must have been a little after midnight that she 
felt a light upon her face and woke and saw Elmer 
Baum flashing his light at her through the flaps of 
tier tent. 

‘‘ Yes ? 'V she called. He put in his head. 

If s no use calling you," he said gravely, but I 
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thought I ought. Poor Coombes has died.” She sat 
up and opened the fastening of her bag so she could 
breathe more easily. ‘ ‘ He was sleeping,” Baum went 
on. “ I’d been watching him and I thought he was 
all right when I left him for one moment to fetch 
something from my own tent. When I came back 
he had struggled half out of his bag and then- 
died.” 

“ It’s horrible,” she said, “ that none of us knew 
how iU he was.” 

“ I don’t believe he was so iU,” Baum insisted. 

X didn t expect this myself. Under ordinary 
circumstances he would have been all right. Ifs 
just that he let his expectations mount up until his 
disappointment took him off. Sounds crazy unless 
you’re a doctor. But the truth is a man can die 
almost any time just by feeling he wants to stop 
living. It takes longer, of course, when the heart 
holds out ; Coombes’s didn’t. It was ready to give 
up at this altitude, when the will did.” 

She did not answer. Of course Bert was not 
responsible. He had made no promises nor pre- 
tence. He had been simply himself It was natural 
that this morning he should have thought only of 
himself and that when the mountain was to be con- 
quered, he had no thought for a little clerk from a 
store that sold him his equipment. 

“ I don’t suppose there is anything to do,” she 
said. 

“ Nothing,” the doctor replied gently. “ There 
was a weakness in his constitution. He tried to do 
more than he could. He’d probably have lived his 
hfe out if he’d stayed at his level. Go back to sleep. 

1 11 see to things until morning.” 

He closed the flap securely and she lay down 
ag<nn. It was not Bert’s fault that a little clerk had 
followed him too far to live or that Coombes had 
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been too small for his own dreams, and so had 
died. 

But she could not sleep that night or the next, 
and the day bctwe<ui was restless. By his death 
Coombes had made hiniseli'an individual, someone 
separate from the gnnip slie tliought of as Bert’s men, 
who thought of her as stjnujlhing belonging to Bert. 
Even John Baker sim-e his (piarrel with Bert had 
withdrawn from her l)ee;uise sin; was part of Bert. 
They gave her plenty of tlefen-tuH;, instant aid if 
she so much as mow'd, hut she was no more real to 
them than they wen; to her. (Jail, of course, would 
have made herself retil to them. She would have 
seen to it by a scon- of little tricks slie had that each 
man would have ielt he had ;i secret understanding 
of her, pceuliar only to him, its y<-l innocent, always 
innocent but alwtiys with the tiintalizing po.ssibility 
that innocence might he sudtlenly swept away. Gail 
as Bert’s wife would have nmde tliem all feci that in 
her loyalty to Bert there was .soitu'thing heroic. She 
would at onec hav<- destroyed the expedition for 
Bert and held it together f«>r herself. After it had 
scattered the men •would never forget her, and when 
they met again they would say privately to one 
another, “ The fact of the mutter is — between our- 
selves, of course--— ” 

Kit laughed a little at her imagining of Gail. 
Then she rememhert'd thtit Cooinh«;s w;is dead and 
was ashamed of herself. Well, (Jail was Gail and 
she, would never have beett perched on this ice slab. 
She would have come willi Bert comfi^rtably and 
with plenty of publicity, so far a.s Darjeeling, and 
then in a superb rlimtitc, escorted by Engli.sh officers 
on leave, .she would hsivc made her gay pretences 
of waiting and anxiety and Bert climbing Pangbat 
would somehow have added only to her own glory. 
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tmt litkrr,. who had 
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aojr lliif itrii 0 , line- of his 

mvii hui Vm II i ,i la-uiitaiii f .p “When 

I srt nr. Irr! Iln I ..f o iiiMuniam, I kntm 

l \r tn,r ,1 hr i,.,.i (..jp ,„„i j hr II i feel 

likr 4 * 



To fcel like a kiiu:^ ! Men pursued women and 
overcame tliern lor iJuit kiiudy trium[)h. Men drank 
themselves toward drath Idr the inonient when be- 
fore iusensii)ilit}‘ darknucl their world there was 
tlie iTi( ament oi triiinq)lu wlien tliey felt as strong 
as kings. Men tr«H! M|H)a tlinir fellow beings and 
crushed dunn ajui trainj)l(al upon them for the 
mornmit that they eonhl feel like kings. 

Slie lay, her witole !)eing f;)r the instant sharp 
with Ineidily and uiidri'siaiKiing of IJcrt. The 
scanty air draimai Ih'f of physical feeling. She was 
all brain, tliiukinip pereeixing from this height and 
in this darkness what sin* had not perceived bd()re. 
Slie had Icairned very well iiow how to breathe in 
this air, not deeply and slowly, but with quick 
shallow l)i*caith.s tlial fed lier brain but not her body. 
She did not iuo\'e lier body unless it was necessary, 
because tlu'*re was not enough air for body and brain, 
and she <diose luain. She felt half hallucinated, 
perched so high above ordiiuiry people in this air 
too til i n fe>r tluun. 

‘‘ A little lower than tlic angels,’’ she thought. 

T’iie wl'iolc world lay in the valleys about Pangbat, 
millions of |,)eople waiting to worship. For them, 
thougli lie did ihU, know it, Bert forced his way 
upward st,vp by step. She did not doubt that he 
would HMch the vn-M alnne. One by one he would 
leave the other; brhiiui. He had not told her so, 
l)ui R(‘>:all had, ten minutes after Bert liacl gone. 

‘‘ llcvCs smart,’' K<‘xa!l said yesterday, ‘‘he ain’t 
going to hav<* any euinpelition when he gets to the 
lop, ” llr’ll fix itV' h<* replied. She had been so 
rcpelb'd at the sight of Rexail’s blue, halt-frozen, 
mean littlf* face that .dir di<l not an.swer. 

But now she saw that it was nexc.ssary that Bert 
reae.h tlu' top alone, nee'essary for him, but more 
ncc.cssary for those.! who waited to worship. Moses 

:i:>9 



had ,e:nnr tin Srihn alma* 

• l!'!t M 

too taikioa; u* i m », i 

a'd the* or 

tired (it’ \\ aif ilea, Atui !‘a‘. 

ia'»; Iff \vf,i 

they had luadf’ a 

ah' wli 

ileri wtiuM ii<sf liji'.a-r. If 

V. . ia;tl Unf 

l(Hik ai;'n||t fnr ;i fan! n:i P 

rarraat <ir 

Wonlti slnr^'dr to tar u:r!r 

rra 

lor his n\ui la- inirat « »f ia : .r 

■aa, a ai ui i 

to niakf" Ids ( hiira. 


Shr fr!! iafu a l Ih!:*,- 

' aaa> wiir 

howliiH^' wilai wrrr far . r 

air. ! i!stn 

iirhaiium Vt'ii'rs aati fi^r , 

a ( 4’ 4 !i M 

tliey liad ya/ral (hiv a!: * *. 

t' , aa* » th* 

0|iloi ued fat ra I'.a .a 

a, r t hr|a 

watehiiii: srlf, arrairia ,'ra 

*■ ! arrr 

she d real art ! rhir i : 

' a aaii r 

resj'slriH,*ria, ,4 n't.r,vn r*! . i' 

‘ la 




I hr r»hi' »! > ♦ u fi ' 

I’risk sj’ir'iiiii:. .* hoKf. \u 
was h:ir'‘'ai<i \»isrh 
apprar at n;r., . 

(iainnr | u *!' .* : •! ?v, .. ♦ ' ^ 

du>a, aiai IS” ‘-'haraa, Ii 

tiirin mi\r»i 

!• «jr t w M I !a.i. hr { u:il I : 
(tifiuidfv hr aUit a: I 

rallni Ku iufii hi% : 
"Ilirv %M’ir a! I bhuir ' 
lt<)ndb\r i:i a tu; ,i t,| j,, 
,srrinrrl fii thiiia/r, 

*\jir4 fhr Utir\ I 
Frisk rniiti iLufirii. ** { , 

wrrar.f. Ma* liUir^i m : 
thf u'aiik i4 hn 
Spukr, aiitl iu llir ’»rjiu 

<iy iroiii it, 


^ served. 

‘ him to 

‘’■'-ai.Tf. He 

'-taiiii upon it 
■‘“"“H-down 

iTiists of 
'■ ' ■' '• ;»!(i fall 
• whicli 


'f-uiec, but 
•! -..'.fi !.•■ t.irv. Jimmie 

;r:a them, 

'■■■ '-•■■’n.f. .'.tai did not 

1 !!r':i hr tjrdrii, “ ‘Pinij 

^■•'■5' iitiuij like 
' aid hr!< It r I ( .uj 

l!Ui '.rl fho 

i.-.jt ..{ ihr thjid day he 
■.! OV hrf hii pictures. 
..-.v hri .fdJ 1.1 . i;i!» Bert 
.aj r,|,;r-,, .uni 


::?r i tn havr riobj^ 
a. t fhuik ^Nh.it i\e done 
itr, { .U.ln-,” Hr turnecl 
' ■ >0 tiirr ( .liurr.i .IS he 

i.u it.iir.'i* thrv ,'»aw j^jiarks 



tilt* Frisk u'ird. lie it 
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sadly uuiler hi‘^ br<m!!n hiHr'a'sun Fate/hat, and then 
licdauii at uimniiitii and sainiril Ikned^al siaatliv*^ 

*' l.OMkv like fhiirahat pets a!l wla'fe we feel it 
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alk aiui ii sure has in a me. ! stirreiulrr ! he saich 
shrutTa'd his shmdiitaH and heitni pnlttiig hh 
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In his iriit Hanien CkjHiidn^H waitmh 
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the ht«fi! n\rr Iiih im «% and the sniiw hlew 
parked ahnnf him in a < Insr prt^terunS Khmud. 
They ihoiiglit Ml Idiii wiflimH ini^isinit hiirn Ali^dic 
had hern a liillr man win an sninehnw they ilid not 
Iiaihr. llrail ihry fell death with him, !mt m>t the 
absener nf C alive. ^ 

Kit wailiiiii tlimisgii the chivs amf thong i 
ofjnhii iiakrr hrluw ilir rlnutlH, wainlering lm!>P^y 
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heart nn what grew hrlmv the line oi the sooW &ri 
makf PaiiidniiT lifinr his sky ! ^ ^ g 

The iiitaiiifjiifi i’livrrrcl itself with fresh sno^ J 
the lourilt tiioridiig, the clay on wliirh Bert snon 
return if nil km plaiw went well, they could not s 
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hundred feet beyond the camp. Behind the curtain 
of the blizzard the struggle between man and 
mountain went on. Kit, looking out from her tent 
between the flaps, talked with Rexall and Frisk as 
they stood before her, clouded with snow. Rescue 
. was out of tire question from here. Besides, Bert 
had planned that the men he took with him would 
proceed two by two, he and Brugh always ahead, 
and Brewer and Blastel, Calloway and Mayhew 
alternating in their advance behind them, so that 
there would always be two who were fresh enough 
for a rescue if it were needed, and he had left Ms 
command that none at the base camp were to 
imagine themselves able to climb Pangbat for any 
reason. 

“ What are we to do if you don’t come back in 
four days, Bert ? ” Kit had asked. 

“ Fm taking food eiiough for eight days. Rexie 
has food here for twenty. Wait fifteen, and then go 
home.” His voice was careless and she looked to 
see if it were not bravado. He was at that moment 
rubbing oil into a leather boot. “ I’ll be back 
though, sure,” he added without looking up. 

She had believed this easily enough. That day 
Pangbat had looked as gentle as a white sheep in the 
sunshine. 

Now the frozen mists curled in spindrift around 
her. The young Tibetan came out of the cook-tent 
and spat and looked upwards, scowling. He shook 
his head and spoke to Frisk and went in again. 
Frisk had learned a little more than the others of the 
border dialect which was the language bf tlie porters. 

“ He says Pangbat wants to kill,” Frisk translated. 
He says Pangbat will never allow anyone to reach 
the top without a death to pay for it.” 

“Poor Coombes is dead already,” Kit said. 
That’s enough, I think.” 
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Frisk did not answer. “ (luess Fll get back to 
my stuff if tliere'.s iinthiiig to do,” lu; said. “ I c.in 
write tt .s\vell .ibotit wh.u, it s iik<; to sit balFway 

up Pangl>;tt, at ten below, wailitig fljr the return of 
the hero. 

He went into his tent .■iiid Kit stood a moment 
louder witii ReKall. She disliked him ;is much as 
ever and yet wlum they talktai ol i)<;rt she trusted 
him altogether. _ 

“Arc* yon afraid ” she .iskc-d ([uietly. 

lie spat a hlaek hlol> npoii the snow. Somehow 
he managed even lic-re to h.cve toii.ieeo to chew. 

“ 1 ain't goin’ to wetrry yet .iwhilc*,” he answered. 
“Fellow like Bert's awful hard to kill. He carries 
his hit k with hint.” He hesit. ued and then went on, 
his little shrewd I'.u e in a knot. “ Bert’s got no 
imagination, m.i’ant. 'I'liai'.s a great thing in a man. 
lie don't get into d.uiger hreau.se he don’t see it, 
and he don’t see it hre.iuse lie can't imagine it. Now 
I’m all inmgiii.ition, luy.self. That's wliy I said to 
Bert, ‘ I’ll go fhi.s fur and no further.’ Why, I lie 
here in the night swe.itin’ tirops of iee thinking about 
avtdaiu he.s and erewisses and slippiu’ down this 
dangrd monnt.un in front of tin* wind. I’JI never 
get anywhere heeau.se of my imagination. Bert 
don’t see nothin’ rxerpt whal he’.s tigerin’ to do. So 
he. goes on to do it tiiui i.s took by , surpri.se if .somethin’ 
happens to him.” He langhed without opening his 
mouth. “ ( )m e when Bert took a dtirc and climbed 
the eliurrh steeple hr .slipped and fell into the belfry. 
Wa.su’l hurt, but ni.ui tut hell because he hadn’t 
thought of slippin’, even. He’ll go climbin’ on to 
the top of Tanghat like it was the house roof, not 
serin’ what timki htippcn to him. That kind’s 
;ilway.s safe, I stiy.” 

He spat three times in diminishing amounts and 
went imt> his tent. 
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.Bv unuti the wind In.i! ai.^dui and the mists 
did fs«^t luuvt*. iVrha.p- « !t»;ni wav hrtirr thunaclear 
,sky» laHMiisn with ,Niin Jaiit’ inr wiiid iiiountc^c! Pq 
InT.vh' ‘die was i\i\i\rUA !. a' rltnid. It shm om the 
wurld *tr<Hiud fhani \Miii ii wa^. ei<Hvin«r Ktraiifrely 

ct|i|H-e-iyc. Sin* init! n, rrali/r in the few da^ 

upon f!ii> vl'Meaa jtlia'aa Jaina aumu-: ihv top^ 
Irssrr !!tni.ila\au iaa'iv.. fh.ii fhr •.juni win not live 

sn hwh. !<•!• llic In f n.n-; Sir ii.nl hrcn rxt'itrd by 
thr iij.rpiha n?n r. 1 hnirwii iiiaj-nr |»ra,LH n no about 

them am! a m! b- r. M:irs. \t this distance 

Itrreil WtUr’-, . wrir i:M jn-* a. uf j.^dr sunk in the 
naslak \Unfr'’ nparT i. ; ayr, Alai da*n she ba^j 

iMf hrndl l*r:.:naii;ri ^ !•• aivna qiiirf hahav the 

maitiiiti'^ ein r. >lie !ia.a a, unatl dir iwtiJd no longer 

hrar ihr uthh vsuan-' *»'a t »un fhr iii fainr of earth 

atiii skw tin!:l dir Idf I'Adrd and ah m lirfnre it 
.ISnW dir snaar-i M . a,' . !!,r ftijiid !i m A nf jieoplc 

will* luf'd an narj.nan, \in,\shrrr in |}|g 

Wnfdd fhrv t! r ailijr Ihr |*M!|r?s thfV had 

ta.krn Ireoii dir Iv.i I wlla-ar find ihr mine eves 

dir hrd ‘orn .UM-r a d, / . : in thr Mp,. Mm tvere 

ilut iinnlr !• e‘ na*n:if a* ■ . 

shr wa.v pKiarful, l!nit fhi. inuniing fhc 

ine.u m.idir a wa,ih •'» timf. sitr i».nild not see 

Ihr eater t 4 dm yl nm. <; dial liir skv liad eame 
ihmti l»i !w! mswi !rwd. "■dir UMf hrrii able tO 
deep 'v.dl. \‘'»w swd.r.d. dnr |r!i Ai- uiuhl sleep 
;tiid shr wa*. r.ian l>t.t if I nair Wf'M uf iiwlfwhcn 
u!ir slrpL iknli.r.-. *; . vmr all sir.'pimp Ahere 

was ini sunud f 4 llir wy^ I ' 1 1 4 ds tent, mf 

auv Miiukf rianv: IimOi lir- luurud that was the diirn* 
iir\ tui thr pinl-d^h'' *rd, in thr {afilirntmt 

I’hr lillh" tMilr, Umu ♦«! at - was a** vidh rin r!o|'ied ill 
lin'4, tarJaaa , *, n,.a w*’lr thrir. She rfep| 
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filled silence, now that the wind was gone, was the 
sweetest she had ever known. 

, . . Upon the cloud under which the base 
camp slept, Bert looked down as on a floor. His 
luck held. Just when he was thinking he had to 
take his choice of wind with clear sky, or snow every 
time the wind fell, this floor of white cloud came up 
around the mountain, shutting off the wind and the 
warmth which made it. The temperature rose nearly 
ten degrees that morning in the last camp where he 
and Brugh had spent the night before, together. It 
had been a bad night. He knew now why he didn’t 
like Brugh. It wasn’t only because he was an 
Englishman, but because he did not trust him. It 
occurred to him in the middle of the night that Brugh 
might pull the same trick on him now that he had 
pulled on old Fessaday, get up while he was still asleep 
and make the dash up the last thousand feet alone. 
The peak was definitely between the two of them now. 
Blastel and Brewer had given up at the end of the 
second day. The wind had sent the thermometer 
down until Brewer had to be slapped to keep him 
awake. Finally Blastel had said he’d take him back 
to the camp they had made the night before. And 
before night of the next day Calloway had begun 
to see double for some reason or other, and Mayhew 
complained of snow blindness. He’d told them to 
stay at the camp yesterday morning and left them 
most of the oxygen. Mayhew saw more clearly after a 
litde oxygen. But there was no use dragging him 
on. Fessaday used to say every man had his own 
height, and you couldn’t make him go higher and 
have him any use. 

What his own height was he did not know. Cer- 
tainly it was higher than Therat. Up there he had 
felt the air thin enough to make him careful about 

345 



Snvatlnii;!:. !mt lirduiii't fVrl stupid withit. Hec 
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Brugh was putting on airs again, Bert thought 
People didn’t talk like that unless they were putting 
on airs. 

Guess ril turn in/’ he said. No use standing 
out in such cold just to hear Brugh talk ! 

He went inside and then wondered if Brugh had 

gone crazy. He heard him out there still talking 

no, singing, in a big clear voice, loud enough to 
start an avalanche. The words were some foreign 
language. He could hear them coming back in 
echoes. 

Here, you ! ” he shouted. “ I don’t know about 
so much noise up here. We don’t know the lay of 
things — might start vibrations or something and 
peel down an avalanche ! ” 

Brugh shut up instantly. Right,” he said and 
came into the tent. 

They did not speak again. But it had been queer 
enough to make him feel Brugh was a little off and 
could do a thing like getting up and going on by 
himself. It was a bad night anyway, and the wind 
forced snow into every crack of the tent. Then 
suddenly it dropped. When Bert woke in the 
morning the floor of cloud was not five hundred feet 
below them and there was no wind. 

Brugh was still asleep. Bert looked down into 
that long thin English face and was suddenly 
burning with temptation. Suppose he just slipped 
out and went on ? 

The moment he thought of it he knew he had to 
do it. Now that he looked at him, it seemed to him 
he had never liked Brugh. Why should Brugh be 
the one to get to the top with him ? 

Brugh did not move. His pale long face looked 
frozen, but it was not. He was breathing evenly iu 
slow breaths. When he got up, Bert thought scorn- 
fully, he would have to have tea to drink before 
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angles with it. The smooth face, he now saw, was 
deceptive. It ended in that sharp cornice at the top 
which might prove impossible for him just when he 
needed his utmost strength. Or, if the day went on 
as quietly as it now was under the sun, the weight 
of the cornice, pressing upon the sheet of snow upon 
the blue ice beneath, might cause the sheet to peel 
off the ice into an avalanche. It was better to get 
to rough ground, even if it meant slower going. It 
occurred to him that yesterday he and Brugh, 
planning this last dash for the top, had decided that 
the smooth north face which he was now climbing 
was the best way up and that now he had no way 
to tell Brugh that he had changed his mind. But 
Brugh was an older climber and he would see for 
himself the threat of the corrdce. 

“At least he ought to see it, and it’s not my 
fault if he don’t,” he told himself. 

By mid-morning he was beginning to feel dull 
with the altitude. He had heard men talk about 
that dullness, though he had never had it before. 
But he was already higher than he had ever been in 
his life. Dull and heavy-footed, his breath difficult 
to draw, and the weight of his ice axe trebling, he 
stopped a moment to take in oxygen, and for the 
first time it occurred to him that Brugh had no 
oxygen ! He had not thought of that when he 
lifted the tank this morning. He thought about it 
now for an instant and then was comforted. Brugh 
wouldn’t get near the top, so why would he need 
oxygen ? He felt better and went steadily upward. 

He had forgotten Brugh by eleven o’clock. He 
had forgotten everything except his wonderful luck 
in the weather and this push within him to go on 
up and up. Imperceptibly as a poison gas the 
dullness grew upon him, and oxygen, though it 
relieved his lungs, did not clear his mind. He could 
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not remember things. He tried to remember Kit’s 
face and could not sec her. He entirely forgot Brugh 
and he tried for a long time to remember why he 
was here. And all the time he worried himself over 
these things, he kept on climbing, step by step. Just 
before noon he was delayed by a steep face of blue 
ice from which the snow had slipped into a heap at 
its bottom. He had to cut steps in the ice, hard as 
rock with depth and age. His arms seemed anchored 
to his thighs when he lifted them, and he had to 
cling to the wall gasping between every step. Still 
he could think, “That snow — soft to fall on— if 
I fall — luck ! ” 

But he did not fall. He crawled over the edge of 
the highest cliff and lay panting for a few moments 
remembering always to breathe through his mouth! 
Then he looked ahead and his heart gave a thick 
jump. Pangbat had given up. From where he lay 
the rise to the flattened knob of the crest was as 
gentle as a sloping meadow. He had only to gather 
himself together, leave his ice axe, because it was so 
heavy, leave his camera — the oxygen tank — leave 
everything, and walk across that hundred feet or so, 
to the top. He would feel no worse than he felt 
now. The crest was scarcely higher. 

He rose slowly and plodded forward, step by step. 
Weights were upon his feet and against his knees arid 
his blood had stopped running, though he was not 
cold, but, the engine in him drove him on. He 
went to the end of the rise, stepped up twice, and 
Pangbat was beneath him. 

He stood, dizzy and panting, and then his head 
began to clear. She was under his feet, this mountam! 
He was on her where nobody had ever been. He 
was doing something nobody had done before— 
maybe would never do again, because nobody might 
have just his luck again of sun and no wind. It 
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^as not all luck, tliouErh. It was partly him, a big 
part of it him aiui liis push that always made him 
want to get to llut top. He- %vas at the top and 
Pangbat wa.s his inouiitaiii. Me hrk like a king. 

He stood looking around, 'riicn he saw the 
cornice of snow was in his way. It was like a frozen 
wave springing ui> against the top of the mountain 
and curling away again and it kept him from being 
able to see everything, it was only a small cornice 
of snow. H he gave it a jtnsh it might crash down 
and let him see over tiu- edge of th<‘ top. He wanted 
to sec the whole world lying beneath him. 

He strug!d<'d to it and looked down and saw a 
fissure a foot wide when' the cornice clung to the 
ice crag on which hr stood. If he gave the stiffly 
frozen snow even a touch, it might drop and he 
could see over. Hr put out his hand against the 
wall of snow which was just higher than his eyes. 
It was safe enough. 'rhrr<^ was plenty of room where 
he stood, tind from it the sides of Pangbat’s crest 
sloped gently to the Mi[)j)orting dills. He pashed, 
and heard a creak of parting snow sui'faccs and a 
slight crash. 'The top of the cornice had fallen and 
was beginning to slide downward. He could see 
over now. 'I'he noonday sun was .shining upon the 
vast spreading snowy skirts of Pangbat. 

And then, upon that whiteness he saw, a hundred 
feet, two hundred feet, beneath him a slowly moving 
speck of black. Brngli ! It must be Brugh ! He 
had l(n'cfotteu Rrugh. 

“ Brugh ! ” he yelled. “ Brugh ! Look out 
there ! ” The thickne.ss of his head cleared com- 
pletfdy. Ht; was :is nnich himself as he would have 
been at .sea level. 

“ Look out ! ” he screamed. 

For, in an insttml .so short he could not grasp it, 
the whole corsiice began slowly to peel itself from 
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the rocHike ice beneath it. The thing he 
dreaded for himself was about to happen to Br 
He could not stop it. He saw the harmless edj 
the wave pull after it the whole frozen wall, and 
weight of snow crashed downward and sudden, 
seemed to him the whole side of Pangbat begai 
move in deep wrinkles and then in waves and the 
torrents. 

He kept on looking, not able to imagine whz 
would do when it struck Brugh. It struck him. 
saw the crinkled, slipping edge of the moving n 
catch him at the knees. He saw Brugh fling up 
hands, and his ice axe flew away and then 
roaring grinding mass of snow overwhelmed him 
a tide and swept downward, on and on, to be cau| 
and held at last by the bergschrund they had rounc 
last night. The small valley where their tent h 
stood filled like a bowl, and snow brimmed to thet 
and frothed over it in a coomb of white. 

He stood motionless and dazed, and, as thou^ 
that downward rush had released some deim 
locked in Pangbat, he heard the familiar growl of 
rising wind. If he reached the safety of the secoi 
camp before night fell, he must hold his luck ve 
fast indeed. ... 

In the long twilight of the mountain tops Callowa 
was cooking a soupy stew over a small portable o 
stove. He and Mayhew had followed exactly th 
instructions which had brought them to this poiai 
their only change being that they had had to com 
without the two Sherpa porters who had started witl 
them. In the middle of the morning one of them hat 
fallen into a hidden crevasse. His load saved him 
He hung, caught by its breadth, in the narrowing 
fissure of the chasm below him and waited withoul 
moving through the hour and a half that it took the 
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others to devise a means of lifting him out. Safe 
upon Ms feet, his calm cracked and he wept and 
shivered and could not be prevailed upon to go 
higher. There was nothing to do but to send him 
back with the other Sherpa, giving them to take back 
to the first camp what Calloway and Mayhew could 
not carry. 

All day as Calloway and Mayhew travelled over 
the path that Bert Holm and Brugh had travelled 
the day before they examined the higher slopes with 
their glasses. They saw at two different times the 
small ascending dark spots. The first they lost. 
And then inexplicably, a little after noon, they lost 
the second one. They discussed this scantily, sparing 
breath. 

Fools to separate,” Calloway said. 

“ Men get ornery at this altitude,” Mayhew 
agreed. 

This Calloway did not answer. His throat was 
aching, and he longed to breathe through his nos- 
trils, but if he did, the pain in his head became 
intense. He plodded on, thankful for steps in a face 
of ice which yesterday Brugh’s axe must have cut. 
He recognized the Englishman’s finished technique, 
trained in mountain-craft. Bert could beat him in 
endurance and in individual dash, but they all liked 
Brugh, though they made fun of his differences, such 
as wanting tea instead of coffee and needing always 
a fork and knife for his food. 

They reached the spot they found marked for 
them and set up their small portable tent, and pre- 
pared, after they had rested, to heat the canned 
combination of soup and stew. It was not too windy, 
for the tent was in the shelter of a hummock of ice, 
and once they stopped climbing they could breathe. 
Mayhew watched Calloway’s lean figure and won- 
dered at its resilience. Seenaingly fragile, always 
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acid, he was somehow unbeatable. Before 
could bring himself to move, Calloway had the 
going and was working at the tin can. Mayh^"^ 
stirred himself finally out of shame, though he 
still weary with exhaustion. He went outside to 
if by the waning light there were any sign of 
and Brugh. He stood a moment, searching throUg^^ 
glasses the mountainside. The mountain had nov'^^ 
been more beautiful. The afterglow of the settitig 
sun above the clouds poured a soft streaming light 
upon the snow. For an instant Pangbat looked 
warm. His eyes moved to the crest, for this 
moment of the day clear against the sky. Its shap^ 
was different ! Through the glasses he could see 
that the ruff of snow about the final crag was gone. 
The top looked squared. 

Hey, Calloway ! he called. Calloway came 
out and he handed him the glasses. ''Just take a 
look at the top.’^ 

" Looks like there might have been an avalanche/^ 
Calloway said gravely. They looked at one another. 

" Anyway we can’t go on tonight,” Mayhew said. 

“ Nope,” Calloway agreed. 

They waited, hesitating each in his own sober 
mind. Could they or could they not go on ? They 
could not until dawn. 

Calloway went back into the tent to the stew and 
Mayhew followed. Among the mountain tops this 
small insecure spot, this little pot of food, seemed 
their one safety. They tried, each in his own silence, 
not to think of this. 

" Flashlights working ? ” Calloway inquired. 

" ITl see,” Mayhew replied. 

It was at this moment when light was ebbing out 
of the sky like a swiftly receding tide, that they heard 
Bert’s shout. ' When they went out he was picking 
himself up out of the snow.. " Here I am,” he said; 
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then he snarled, “ What you leave a big hunk of ice 
there for ? ” 

« Hello, Bert/’ Calloway said gently. He knew 
how Bert felt, so tired he could only quarrel with 
everything. 

** We were just fixing to come out and find you/’ 
Mayhew said. 

I got to the top/’ Bert panted. I made it — 
by myself.’^ 

Great,” Calloway said. 

Swell ! ” Mayhew cried. 

They took Bert’s elbows and guided him into the 
tent. Galloway poured out a tin cup of tepid stew 
for Ldm. Then he poured out two more cups for 
himself and Mayhew. They ate, waiting for the 
moment when Bert lifted his head. It came, and 
Bert drew a gust of breath. 

That’s good/’ he said. 

** Where’s Brugh ? ” Calloway asked instantly. 

Dead/’ Bert said simply. And then he told 
them what had happened. “ I went ahead. Brugh 
didn’t pull with me yesterday anyway and so we 
agreed to go our own ways today. I kept ahead and 
reached the top about noon. I didn’t go up this 
slope. When I got half to the top, I decided to go 
around half way to the other side, where it wasn’t so 
icy smooth. But Brugh came along the slope. Well, 

I was standin’ there— — ” 

Bert stopped and gulped. 

. . . It wasn’t going to look good, he suddenly 
realized for the first time. It hadn’t come to him 
before, but it certainly wasn’t going to look good, 
though he had not seen Brugh or thought of Brugh 
even, and nothing was his fault. It wasn’t even his 
fault that he had taken the oxygen, because he 
hadn’t thought about that until he was too far to go 
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Q^crlitn’t we ? ” Mayhew suggested. “ Blastel and 
Brewer will catch up to us and if they have rations 
we could all go on. Somebody ought to go back to 
basCj though, and tell ’em.’’ 

“ ril go back,” Bert said. It was no use their 
looh'ng for Brugh, he knew. But let them if they 
wanted to. 

They lay silent, body against body in the small 
tent It was impossible to sleep. The wind rose 
suddenly to ferocious speed, and tore at the tiny 
cover under which they lay. They had to get up a 
dozen times to tighten guy ropes and hunt for stones 
to pile against the stakes. The sky was utterly clear. 
The stars upon which Brugh had gazed the night 
before hung in the sky as lively and as intense as they 
had been when he looked at them, but he lay at the 
bottom of the snows hurled at him from Pangbat’s 
crest. 

‘‘ I’m a fool for luck,” Bert said suddenly. It 
might have been me, instead of Brugh.” He waited 
for an answer from the two men. But they made 
none. 

At the base camp Frisk had his camera focussed 
upon Bert as he came glissading down the final slope. 
Brugh had taught him how to glissade. He ended 
up with a flourish right before the camera. Here 
I am. I got to the top ! ” he yelled. 

Good ! Kit cried. And then with a quick 
glance, ‘‘ Why, where is everybody ? Did you come 
down alone ? ” 

He had then to tell it all over again. He told it 
very weU^ simply and clearly, exactly as he had told 
it before. Then he added, There’s no hope, I 
know, but I sent them up, just to look. They had 
plenty of rations. I saw to that. And they were 
pretty fresh.” 
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Kit was the first to speak. She spoke quickly, 
as though she wanted to say it first. She did indeed! 
It must be she, she decided instantly, who put into 
words what Jimmie Frisk and Elmer Baum were 
thinking, what even Rexall might be thinking 
behind his wizened chewing mask of a face, 

“ Why didn’t you go with them, Bert ? ” she 
demanded. 

He stood before them in his white parka seem- 
ingly himself. Then before their very eyes he began 
to shiver and tremble and his eyes glazed. Rexall 
ran to him. 

“ Whatsa matter, Bert ? ” he shouted. He slipped 
his arm around Bert’s waist and Bert collapsed on 
him suddenly. 

“ Lay me down,” he gasped — I’m done for.” 

Kit, working over him with hot- water bottles and 
pouring hot broth and whisky down his throat, felt 
his body strong beneath her hands. She could not 
quite understand his collapse. There was frostbite 
on his hands and cheeks, and one of his feet was 
frozen, Baum told her, and would take attention. 
Of course there had been a great strain on his heart, 
but Baum, examining him minutely, could find no 
damage and no excuse indeed for the extreme weak- 
ness in which Bert lay for twenty-four hours. 

At the end of that time Galloway and Mayhew, 
Brewer and Blastel came back with the Sherpas, 
No sign of Brugh had been found, they reported. 
The avalanche had filled the valley full and there 
was nothing to do but come down. 

They heard of Coombes’s death in silence, except 
Galloway remarked, I always wondered why 

'59 ■ - , , ' 

hadn’t much constitution, that’s right,” said 
He had told Bert about Coombes ten 
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minutes before and Bert had said, “ No guts, that 
fellow.” 

“ It don’t look so good for you to criticize, Bert,” 
he had told him. 

“Poor Harden Coombes died, Bert,” Kit said 
gently. It was the third day at the base camp, and 
their last day before going down the mountain and 
Bert was better. 

“ Rexie told me,” Bert said. “ It’s a shame, I 
didn’t think he was that bad.” 

“ He minded your leaving him without goodbye, 
and I told him you sent him a message before you 
went.” 

“ I’m glad you did that,” Bert said heartily. “ I 
ought to have thought myself. But I had a lot on 
me. 

He evaded her with his smile and his self-blame. 
She was uneasy as she had been uneasy ever since 
he came back. He was too conciliatory, too quick 
to meet her eyes with his smile. She felt a shrewd 
distrust of him. Bert cold and tired was normally 
bad-tempered. Bert ill was sure to be cross with 
her. She was frightened by this smooth good 
temper. 

Fm going to look up his family/^ she heard 
him tell Frisk an hour later. “ Fm going to see 
that they get all they want.’’ 

Frisk was pressing Bert carefully for the story of 
the last climb. He was dismayed by Bert’s having 
no photographs, because he had himself filled a 
small camera with films and put it in his pocket. 

‘‘ All you had to do was to snap the button,” he 
told Bert scornfully. 

Bert, sitting in the sunshine pouring into Ms 
tent, his lower half in his sleeping-bag, looked 
abashed. 
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Tm the dangdest fool/’ he agreed. “ But | 
high altitude kind of makes you ' crazy, Jim- 
remember putting down my ice axe just at the 
because it was heavy. And I remember lookiulJ. > 
the camera and being kind of dazed and thipl^^Ji 
‘ What in hell is this I’m carr3dn’ ? ’ Must of 
it there, too, for I didn’t bring it down.” 

“ Well, tlaen, tell me how you felt, anyway,” 
insisted. Think hard, Bert ! You’d been 
all morning. You were just ahead of Brugh. 
wanted to get there first, all America watching 
You climb desperately up the last crag and 
on top. Beneath you are the mountains; notl^^l^'^ 
but Everest looking higher, and any other moun^‘^^^ 
like flattened lumps of dough. You are standing 
Pangbat where no human foot has ever stot>^^' 
Frisk leaned over Bert, his thick little forefir^g^’^’ 
prodding before his face, How did you feel, Bert * 

Bert’s beautiful white smile lit up his being. * * • 

“ Like a king, Jim,” he replied instantly. 

It was this prodding forefinger of Frisk’s that 
pointed out to Kit, though Frisk himself did tiot 
know it, the glimmering of that in Bert which 
had felt was there. Day by day she had becot^^^ 
convinced, by an instinct she felt and could 
comprehend, that Bert was hiding something 
himself. 

“ When did you last see Brugh ? ” Frisk’s fore- 
finger demanded. 

‘‘ I was standin’ on the top,” Bert said patiently, 
“ and I saw him cornin’ up the slope — I yelled to 
him — no” — he corrected himself — I didn’t yell 
to him until after the cornice fell. I knew it isn’t safe 
to yell around frozen snow. Sometimes avalanches 
begin that way — I saw the cornice fall, and then I 
saw what was happening and I yelled— — ” 
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The utmost clarity of blue in Bert’s eyes did not 
waver but doubt shot up out of Kit’s mind. 

“ He did shout first ! ” she thought. That was it, 

^^She sat, in the full explosion of the thought — this 
was what Bert was hiding ! But she could not speak 
to him of it, not only because there was no time in the 
confusion of moving camp, but also because she was 
not sure of the necessity of speech. 

If he had shouted to Brugh, as he might naturally 
have done, could he be blamed ? If he had forgotten 
to take pictures, might he not reasonably have 
forgotten the danger of a shout, vibrating upon 
frozen snow pinnacles delicately balanced ? If he 
were dazed by cold and altitude, could he be 
blamed, and if not, why speak ? To which her 
inexorable conscience, inherited entire from her 
father, made answer that if he had shouted, or if 
for any reason he had touched the frozen cornice, 
and the snow, trembling with its own overweight, 
had fallen and, gathering snow as it slid, had caught 
Brugh in an avalanche, Bert should know what he 
had done and tell it. 

This burden grew in her like a spiritual tumour 
she could not forget it day or night.^ It came 
between her and the men like an obligation unfuh 
filled. She imagined it known to them all, though 

unspoken. . . 

She felt it between her and John Baker, waiting 
for them at the snowline. She went a little ahead 
of them, having planned it so, and found Hm out- 
side his tent smoHng his pipe after lunch. He rose, 

Ms plain face full of pleasure. ^ . 

You first ! ’’ he cried, and in his joy put Jus 
arm about her shoulder and gave her a^ slight ug. 

Ronald Brugh is lost,’’ she said immediately, 
and she told him in twenty words, and then aDout 
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Coombes. Before she could finish, the others were 
there and behind them came the Sherpas carrying 
the blanketed figure that was Coombes. 

John Baker clasped the men’s hands one after the 
other and went and stood for a few moments beside 
the load the porters put down and then came back 
to her. 

“ I was growing very fond of Brugh/’ he said. 
We all were,” she replied. 

That was all, and in a little while they went on 
down the mountain to make camp nearer to the 
valley. That was all, and yet she felt the burden of 
Berths silence between herself and Baker when she 
saw him carefully avoiding Bert. She felt it in 
Calloway’s reticence, in Mayhew’s politeness, in 
Blasters curtness and in Brewer’s quiet occupation 
with the daily details of their continued travel 
Brewer took upon himself, especially and unasked, 
the care of Coombes’s body now in its Chinese coflhi, 
sealed against decay, and heavy as a mahogany log. 
Brewer, understanding the necessity, had taken that 
frozen body and with Baum’s help he had embalmed 
it and made it ready to return to the village in 
Connecticut where his parents waited for their son. 
The coffin he had found in a Tibetan village. It 
had belonged once to a Chinese mandarin travelling 
home from India who had been lost in the spring 
flood of a swift Himalayan river, and the coffin he 
had as part of his necessary baggage had floated 
down the stream and been salvaged and sold. 

Only Jack Rexall, it seemed to Eat, behaved 
toward her exactly as he always had, as though 
knowing Bert from childhood he was surprised by 
"'thing. And then she wondered if it was only the 
'•^'^'ing discomfort of the downward journey that 
»em all different again. The expedition was 
ipart. The end was near and each man was 
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t>n'nVi-T,g of himself and of what he would do next. 
At Bombay the expedition would officially end, 
Bert had decided to avoid Calcutta. In Bombay 
was waiting the welcome of the America-in-India 
Club for the first American to lead a successful ex- 
pedition to Pangbat. Looking ahead to this she 
saw a moment inevitable as a day of judgment. It 
was when reporters, pencils poised, would ask, “ Tell 
us about Ronald Brugh’s death, please, Mr. Holm.” 

And she would have to listen to Bert telling how 
Ronald Brugh died, and she would have to see John 
Baker’s small piercing dark eyes, fixed upon Bert as 
he spoke, doubting, weighing, envisaging shrewdly 
ever>^ step of that perilous hour of Bert’s triumph. 

She made up her mind that before that moment 
she would have made Bert teU her the truth. 

In the deep night that surrounds a littie hotel 
outside a town on the inner edge of India truth 
trembles in the air. Life is close. The villages are 
near, those collections of huts of clay scraped from 
the soil. There is no pretence of anything in those 
huts, little furniture, no luxury, nothing to keep man 
firom his primary life of food and sleep and work and 
these are truth. In the hotel built by white men for 
white men. Kit and Bert were alone. One by one 
the men had scattered. Blastel and Brewer had 
gone north through Tibet, Galloway and Mayhew to 
Calcutta to take sail for China. Frisk had hurried 
ahead to Bombay to mail his pictures. And Rexall 
was behind them ending the expedition, dismissing 
porters, and shipping boxes to Calcutta, thence to 
go by freight train and ship. He had sent the Indian 
cook with them. The man served them with an 
intense devoted silence, hanging over them as they 
ate, watching them like an anxious dog if they move . 
But at nighthe, too, wasgone to some unknown spot 
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of his own choosing, and then they were left alone 
In one of these nights she had arranged with hen 
self that she would say out of the quivering darkness' 
“ Bert, tell me exactly how it happened.” And then 
she would compel him here in India where they were 
completely unknown and alone, and she would know 
the real material of his being as she had not vet 
been able to discover it. Soon he would be covered 
by the glorification that many people would wap 
about him, and perhaps never again would he be 
quite without that golden mantle. But here there 
was no one to care who he was or what he had done. 
Whatever waited for him beyond, here he was only a 
common white man to be looked at with averted 
eyes. They were walled into the immense isolation 
of the white among black and she felt she had never 
been alone with Bert until now. 

And thus alone with him she felt the moment she 
had iinagined approaching her in reality. How she 
knew it when it came she could not say, but expecting 
it, questioning its presence, it came upon her one 
sleepless night. 

“ Why not now ? ” she thought. “ Why isn’t this 
it ? I shall never be more alone with him th an I am 
now.” 

And as though this were a presage, her mind told 
her coldly, “ If you think this is the moment, it is 
the moment.” 

And immediately she said aloud in the darkness, 
" Bert, did you push the cornice of snow ? ” 

He had been flinging himself about on the other 
side of the wide bed under the mosquito net, groaning 
because it was so hot. For the same reason she on 
her side had lain motionless. He stopped. For a 
moment she heard nothing except in the black still- 
ness the little frequent rush and plop of a lizard 
sliding ofiF the wall to the floor. 
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What do you mean, did I push the cornice ? ’’ 
he evaded. 

She repeated her question patiently. Did you, 
when you were standing on the crest, shout or move 
or do anything to start the avalanche — that killed 
Brugh ? ” 

They were completely alone in all the world. 
From the infinite distance she. heard wailing music 
but it had nothing to do with them. Miles unknown 
lay between them and anything they knew. He 
could not escape her by any evasion. 

But she had not counted on the one gate of 
escape over which she had no control. It was the 
gate into himself. He could go through this and 
close it against her and however she beat upon it he 
would not open it unless he chose. So now he did 
not answer. 

Tell me, Bert,’’ she said gently. 

If he blustered or protested she would know what 
to do. She could destroy any small pretence, but 
what if he were silent ? His silence was impenetrable. 
He could build it about himself and shelter himself 
fathoms deep in it. He did not speak. She waited. 

You aren’t asleep, I know,” she said at last. 

So what ? ” he asked insolently, as if he had 
been waiting for her to speak again. 

She replied, I shall just wait, Bert.” 

Wait, then,” he answered. He beat his pillow 
and turned it over and lay down again, and drew 
his silence over him. 

But if you are silent,” she said, “ it will mean 
you did do it.” Cruel, but she must use weapons ! 

Nothing of the Mnd. It only means I don*t 
choose to talk,” he retorted. 

If you don’t choose to talk, it will mean yon 
don’t dare to talk,” she said. 

So you say,” he grunted. 
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So I mean/’ she replied. 

He did not answer this. And after waiting a 
long time, she knew that he still would not speak. 
Like a perverse child he was enjoying the power over 
her of his refusal. 

But if he could escape her thus, so could she 
escape him. There was no compulsion upon her, 
she thought suddenly, to endure this. She was quite 
free. She had lived before he came and she could 
go back to herself. There was always herself. She 
did not need to think of Norman or of any return 
except to herself. 

‘‘ I am very tired of your silence,” she said calmly 
into the darkness. You think you can refuse me 
by silence. But silence is positive — it means you 
did something you won’t tell me, exactly as though 
you said it. And when you keep saying you won’t 
tell me, you shut me out of yourself. And if I have 
no place in your real self, there is no meaning to 
my living with you or being in the same house with 
you. You are like any other ordinary person whom 
I don’t know. And if that is so, I will leave you as I 
would leave anyone when there is nothing more to 
be said between us.” 

She could feel him lie still for a moment. He was 
digesting this and weighing its importance. 

“ I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he 
grunted. 

Yes, you do,” she said. But I’ll repeat it. If 
you don’t answer what I have asked you, I shall 
leave you at Bombay and go home alone, and you 
shall never see me again if I can help it.” He seized 
her arm in the darkness. “ Kit, you’re crazy ! You 
can’t talk like that — you’re my wife ! ” 

‘‘ I’m not your wife if you refuse to speak to me.” 

“ You’re riiy wife no matter what I do.” 

Gh no, I’m not, Bert,” she insisted. 
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There was another long silence. She thought 
against her will of Lily. 

‘‘ Damn women, anyway/’ Bert burst out in a 
loud voice. ‘‘ They’re all the same — nagging and 
nagging and butting into what’s none of their 
business and then holding a fellow up ! ” 

He was thinking of Lily too. She was very near 
to decision against him. His next word would 
crystallize all wavering. Repulsion, weariness, the 
full comprehension of his eternal childhood, were 
closing about her mind like a mould. Then his 
voice came to her full of trouble and pleading. 

‘‘ What do you want me to tell you, Kit ? ” 
Decision stayed for a moment. “ Only the truth,” 
she replied. She could wait one moment more. At 
the end of it his voice came again, still hesitant and 
humble. 

I didn’t do what you seem to think I did, Kit. 

I swear to God — well, the truth was I forgot about 

Brugh. I’d left him asleep ” 

Why did you leave him ? ” 

“ Weil, we’d been climbing alone the day before. 

I told you that. He said he could do better by himself 
and so could I. So I left when I wanted to. We’d 
mapped out the road the day before, anyway.” 

“ But you went another way.” 

“ He could see that when he got to it.” 

“ Did he get to it ? ” she pressed. 

“ No.” The words came out of him half angrily. 
“But I couldn’t help it, could I?” He paused 
again and then rushed on. 

‘‘ I couldn’t see over the cornice, so I gave the 
top of it one little touch, that was all. I didn’t mean 
a thing but that. Then I saw him. I yelled to him, 
but he didn’t hear me. And that damned snow 
started to wrinkle like a blanket and began to go 
down. It was too quick for me to do anything. 
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This might be the truth, she thought sadly. It 
sounded true. Truth was nearly always like this 
no more clear, after all, than anything else. He had 
pushed the cornice but he had not killed Bmgh. 

It was not in him to do the thing she had feared. 
It was in him simply to be like a child and when 
he found before his eyes a wall of snow that he 
wanted to see over to push that wall away. That 
he had killed Brugh was an accident, the accident, 
actually, of his own stupidity, and he was not to be 
blamed for stupidity any more than a child could be 
blamed for the lack of a limb when it was bom. 
“ You didn’t go down then to find out whether you 
could help Brugh ? ” she asked. He answered her 
eagerly, like a child wanting to be good after a dis- 
covered fault. 

“ Kit, honest, it wouldn’t have been any use. I 
was half-dead myself. When you’re high up as 1 
was you can’t think, you can’t hardly move, you’re 
smothered. I just had sense enough and strength 
enough to get myself down to the camp. And any- 
way one man wasn’t any good. As soon as I could 
think, I sent all four of them back. But you know 
even then they couldn’t find anything.” 

She had unwillingly to recognize this, too, as truth. 

“ Is that all you want to know. Kit ? ” he asked. 

“ I suppose so,” she replied after a second. 

“ You understand how it was, don’t you. Kit ? ” 
he pleaded. 

“ I suppose so,” she said again. 

Decision had retreated once more to its old lair 
m her being. How decide against a child, even when 
it was not one’s own ? 

He laughed with relief. “ Gee, Kit, it don’t seem 
> hot as it did ; I guess you raised my temperature 
a good deal for a nainute.” He rolled to her side and 
curled his big body about her as she lay straightly 
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upon the matting-covered mattress. “ I think I can 
go to sleep now,” he murmured in her neck. 

® And like a child he was asleep almost at once. 
When she moved his arm away from her it was heavy 
with unconsciousness and with rest. But she lay en- 
closed by the night, facing the lair and that beast 
which had retreated into it. She looked at the beast 
steadily hour after hour, but she did not go nearer 
toward it nor did she encourage it to come toward 
her. She could decide nothing yet. Decision indeed 
had become infinitely more huge and more difficult. 
It was no longer now whether she would or would 
not leave Bert. It had become this : Could one, or 
could one not, honourably, leave a child ? 

The next morning was like every morning. Night 
never lasted with Bert. Every day was itself, new and 
without niemory. She could see him look at her to 
know that she was what he called “ all right ” — 
that is, that she had no queries in her of him. They 
ate breakfast in the barren little dining room. From 
somewhere in the village the Indian cook had found 
eggs and shrivelled fruits, and he had coffee and 
bacon from his stores and he had made muflins. 
There was even a can of marmalade that some 
Englishman had left with the hotel caretaker and 
which he had thriftily sold again. 

Bert ate enormously, refreshed with sleep, and 
Kit ate, half listening to his talk — plenty of talk, 
this morning ! 

“ Say, ICit, what say we take a little vacation in 
Europe ? I have a kind of hunch I’d like to see — ” 
Beneath its surfaces her mind was working steadily 
upon its problem, delving for material long since 
stored away, dragging it up to serve thh present. 
Innocent or guilty, what ought she to do with Bert ? 

AU men were children, her mother said- Women 
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had to rn'ottni/r that. F(»rtu!iatcly, her mother 
went nil, wiiiu-n were luitiuahy luafcrnal ,iiul ro«y 
n-ali/r it, and even enjuv it. “ lie’s just Hkcahov” 
wtiineii said .is ttiev .id-acil .nul in saunr; it hroii^ht 
the iiK-u they htved dnun tn the size they intatl ,4(1 
inulrtstiiiKi liesl tlie si/r aft hildreu ! 

ihit luntt: .(t'o Kit h.id kniavu she was nnl ni.ucrnal. 
.Site }ia«! firither the iit!ii;iny tinr thetiesire Si*!’ a child' 
Chtil’s t iuldren she liked, e;jieci;illy the* elder bny,nHt 
lieeatise liiey were < liildren hut rather it! *-!ii(c’of 
She liked them as peis.ae.. .iiui she would iskc than 
Setter when they were '.trnwn thati she did new, [f 
she iiad i inldren nf her uwn it would he thrsaiiif 
.site Would like or dislike tlietn .is [lersoiis. hdi 

her .still to .'Nutinun, it slir uere held, w.is the t.ii ith,it 
hr was ,is adult as she w.is herseh'. His [louerovcr 
ht I ^ h.dl physii til as it is .is, was het .mse he never 
apinennheil her as a thiiti. lie did not wsmt or 
.seek her caresses .is ilert titd. The rrjnilsion h.r itat 
which she had trankK now to aicejit w.o never 
.stronj^rr tlian when, .is lie h.id last niyiit, he brcamr 
plratiiiiK and trnuhled .utd c.ime to iier to pin hk 
hrsui on her breast and to t ni l his body ag.iin'thm, 
'fherr was soinr .spiriiuai incrsi here whidi she 
ioathrti with her entire firing, it was wicked tidive 
with a child as with a titan, if Itert. then, were a 
child ‘Fhe beast nnule a hinge ihnn its l.iir — 

“ Wait/’ site .said to it, '* I am not re.uiy todei iile." 
She heard Bert still talking. ” i'd kiml.t like to 
go to^Italy and (»ennaiiy, Kit. I don’t know win. 
But I’ve got si hankering to see those two liig ieilmvs 
over there that are ninning the show. I’d like to 
know how they got on top the wiiy tliey have," 

*' Dictatora ! " »he nutrmnred, 

“ Yeah how do they do it ? ” Bert asked with 
wonder. “ They’ve got people just eating nut of 
thea- hands.” 



“ Why do you care about that ? ” she asked. 

Nothing/’ he replied with a laugh. “ I’d just 
Kke to know the trick, that’s all.” 

You don’t want people eating out of your hand, 
do you, Bert ? ” she asked. 

“ Well, it might be fun at that,” he replied. 

But before she had time to think he was through 
and eager to be on their way. 

Come on, Kit. Let’s get going. I’m getting 
anxious to get back to civilization,” he said. 

In less than an hour they were on their way again 
in the wheezing, squeaking automobile which they 
had hired to take them to Bombay. She had plenty 
of time to go on thinking as they drove over the 
country roads. The green of North India was dying 
to greyness as they went south. The rains were 
delayed this year. But the greyness suited the mood 
in which she was approaching what was called 
civilization, that is, white men and women and a 
hotel in Bombay, and then ships and Europe and 
home. When she thought of all that waited for her 
as Mrs. Bert Holm, decision fled in retreat again. 
It was impossible to decide anything as Kit Tallant. 
There was always Mrs. Bert Holm to consider. 



Chapter Eight 

* 


“ Mrs. Bert Holm ? ” “ Is that her ? ” “ Is tbt 
Bert Holm’s wife ? ” 

She fled, her name echoing after her in the hotel 
lobby. 

“ Mrs. Bert Holm — Mrs. Bert Holm ! ” 

She turned into a side corridor and into another, 
all but running, and found a narrow back stair and 
ran up it until she recognized the corridor of her 
own room and went in and locked the door. 

Even so, though she knew she was perfectly safe, 
it was at least five minutes until she got her breath. 
Silly to run so — they were only people ! But they 
had suddenly seemed dreadful to her, fresh from the 
mountains. Panic had rushed at her and she could 
not keep herself from escape. She ought to have 
stopped and smiled and accepted greetings. Ga3 
would have done it perfectly. But being still at 
bottom only Kit she had run away. She was 
trembliiig as though she were very cold. She hated 
them, she thought passionately. She was bom to 
be alone — at least, never to be the game of this 
hungry crowd, and never, never, she knew now, to 
be Bert’s wife ! 

'^he did not turn at the sound of the door. She 
5 she stood that not Bert but an excited stranger 
""•St into her room. The people had made 
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him a stranger again. I’nun beiiind she felt herself 
seized in his great arms and chitehcd to him, her 
face pulled hark (o his lips. She drew away from 
the stningeuc.s.s, r<-jn-llcd hryumi control. A stranger 
was what h<t would alvva\s he to her. 

“ Whafs lh<‘ matter? ” he <l<'nianded. 

“ If .s just that I’m not used to all these people 
again,” .she !-<-!)li<-d. 

He laugh<-d and dr<‘W her palm down his cheek. 
“ If that’s all - he <*xclaiined, and put his hands 
on her slionhhTS. 

He was intoha'ably netir, he was horrible to her. 
She could not h(dp this rush of something in her 
against him, not hatreni, something far deeper than 
simply hating. 1 h' was althorrent to her, and she was 
terrified of her ahhorrence. 

“ No, don’t ! ” she whispered, “ I don’t want 
you to — ” She kept .swallowing over and over, 
staring at him. 

“ What the heck ? ” he said slowly. “ See here, 
there is something funny about you. Why didn’t 
you stay there with me ? ” 

“ I was going to,” .she said quickly. How could 
she explain tiiat she had to escape from him? 
“ But I — the crtjwd wa.s friglitfijl ; it was, wasn’t 
it ? ” 

“ It was ju.st ti crowd,” he said. He was still 
staring at her. ” Kit, you’re pulling .some funny 
business on me — why don’t you ki.ss me ? ” 

Now he was getting angry. She could sec red 
creeping up hi.s neck. 

“ Wait ! ” .she begged. " Give me a minute ! ” 

“ A nice thing to say to a man ! ” 

She could not speak. Her throat was dry. 

“ I might as well have died instead of Brugh ! ” 
he shouted suddenly. “ You make me feel as if you 
wish I were the one f ” He stood before her, his 
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hands hanging at his side, staring at her. Then she 
saw his eyes cloud with tears. His anger never 
lasted but a moment. She wished it would. Anger 
was much easier to bear in him than tears. 

Don’t ! ” she said. Wait ! ” 

She turned to the window and stood looking out 
What had come up out of her to sweep her along, 
to make her so dizzy, to make her say things she had 
not planned or thought or even known she felt ? Bui 
in a minute she would be all right — a minute for 
control. 

You don’t love me any more,” he said. Tve 
known it ever since that night in the hotel.” 

Hush ! ” she replied. Wait ! ” 

I don’t care for anything if you don’t love me 
any more,” he said. She could not answer, and he 
kept on. When I was standing there on top of the 
mountain — the only one to make it — standing 
freezing in that cold like swords going through me, 
and half dead and my eyes sore and hurting so I 
couldn’t hardly see — what I was thinking of was 
me telling you I made the top.” His lips were 
trembling. It seemed to him now that was aU he 
had thought about on Pangbat. 

She turned her back to the window and faced 
him. Every fibre in her body was quivering and 
shrinking. Where did the blood go when it left the 
flesh like this ? 

“ But I do — I didn’t stay downstairs with you 
because all the people- — — ” 

“ Yeah, but Kit,” his voice took on aggrievement 
— “ people like to see us together ! ” 

She was hateful to herself, even. Little things she 
had learned not to notice long ago, she kept seeing: 
the thickness of his hands, the way his lips scarcely 
moved when he spoke, the clumsy farm speech which 
he could never change so long as he lived, because it 
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was grown into iiim. Anci she who loved particularly 
the pure music: of words rightly articulated ! Why 
were love and liatrcd entangled with small senseless 
things ? Her inu:ontrollabIc irritation flamed out of 
her. 

“ I wish you wouldn’t say ‘ Yeah ’ ! ” she cried. 
Oh, how stupid of her to say that now ! 

“ What ? ” he .asked, dazed. 

“ Notiiing,” siie said, 

lie stared at lua- .1 moment, and the dazed look 
began to pass fi'om his eyes. 

“ Wh.at we Ix-en ligiiting about, Kit ? ” 

“Notiiing,” she said ([uiekly. “Nothing, no- 
thing.” 

'I’he tc‘lephone was ringing and she snatched the 
receiver. 

“ Is llcrt Holm tliere ? ” an excited voice de- 
manded. 

“Just a minute.” .She handed him the receiver 
and hle.ssed the interruption. While he was talking 
she could turn away and powder her hot cheeks and 
smooth her hair and cpiiet her heart. 

“ Yeah,” he was saying, “ yeah, sure, only I 
haven’t got to my niail and stuiTyct — Yeah, sure 
wc can make it. How far is it? Well, if the car’s 
here in half an hour, we’ll he ready, I guess. Yeah, 
all right.” He hung u[> the rec'('ivi:r and turned to 
her importantly. “ The (lovernor,” he said, “ wants 
wc should eat at his phme in half an hour. Think 
you can do it ? ” 

“ I should think .so,” she stiid calmly. Whatever 
iihc did must not be decided now. Nothing must be 
decided until she' had tried it all again, being Mrs. 
Bert Ilolm-”---- 

He was laughing suddenly. “ Gosh, Kit, you had 
me setired stiff 1 ” he cried. “ Why, you looked so 
queer, I didn’t know who you were for a minute. 
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I guess you have been away from civilization too 
long.” 

“ Perhaps I have,” she agreed. 

From that day in Bombay to this first day in New 
York there had been but a triumphal procession 
They had not gone to Germany or Italy or anywhere 
but straight home. Mr. Brame had advised aeairv 
Germany and Italy. 

“ Proposed trip unfortunate for publicity,” he 
cabled. “ Any interest in that quarter derogaton^ 
to popularity in present temper U.S.A.” 

So the nearest they had come to Germany was a 
stout little German army doctor on the ship that 
brought them across the Red Sea. He was being 
recalled from a private practice in Bombay to 
report for army duty. He told this to Kdt. 

“ Why, I do not ask,” he said. “ It is not my 
place. When I am called, I come. It is enougli 
for me.” 

He puffed out his little chest. “ I am told it is 
for my special knowledge of Oriental diseases,” he 
said. 

“ Is your country planning something in the 
Orient ? ” Kit asked. 

“ I do not know,” he replied. “ I do not ask.” 

“ Don’t you ever wonder ? ” Kit asked with 
malice. 

“ No, never,” he replied with dignity. “ With my 
countrymen I follow our beloved leader.” 

“ Asking no questions,” she said with a slight 
smile. 

“ It is not for us,” he agreed. 

Millions of people, she thought, with a curious 
^amiliar distaste, loving one man, following one man, 

'’"■nor of one man hero and god ! Was theinevit- 
•nsequence of the destruction of the gods by 
376 



man merely this, that people then fell to worshipping 
a man ? But the old gods were wiser and safer, 
for, being unseen, those who must worship could 
endow them with all the goodness and truth for 
which they longed, and power and wisdom could 
be given them without danger, as one could put a 
sword into the hand of an image and not fear its use. 
But when people worshipped a man they put a 
sword into a living hand and by that sword they 
could die. 

Millions of people were waiting for the return 
of Bert Holm. Mr. Brame, having met them, was 
almost tearful with pleasure. 

“ Absolutely perfect,” he kept murmuring to Kit. 
is simply to the manner born, I may say, 
Mrs, Holm. It’s instinct in him. He says exactly 
the right thing in exactly the right homespun way. 
He’s American and Americans love him. They’re 
saying everywhere that success hasn’t spoiled Bert 
Holm. They’re saying he’s the same honest farm 
boy he was born, and he is, of course, that’s the 
beauty of it, he really is ! The trip did him good — 
he looks like a king.” Mr. Brame’s pale eyes rested 
with affection on Bert laughing and waving his arms 
to the crowd. “ People have to have a king or 
something like it,” he added calmly. 

‘‘ A figurehead ? ” she murmured, half smiling. 

“Say a symbol,” he amended, and added 
courteously, ‘‘and a very fine-looking one Bert is. 
You can’t imagine how important that is, Mrs. 
Holm.” 

“ Yes, I can,” she replied. 

They had flown across the Atlantic because Mr. 
Brame said there was such a clamour for Bert. Only 
when they were in the air had there been relief from 
people pressing and pressing by letter and telegraph 
and cable and again the simple roar of mere 
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machinery ' was rest in comparison to articulated 
demands. Yet she and Bert were falling into con- 
stant little bickering quarrels. For she hated more 
and more this sacrifice of everything she had to the 
insatiable public, the public who demanded every 
last detail of what Bert ate and drank and how he 
looked and what he wore and what he said, and of 
her because she was Bert’s wife. There was nothing 
left private to her — nothing ! 

But the quarrels came because Bert, who had no 
such inward private needs as hers, had so completely 
changed that he was liking the very things she hated. 
It was as though having conquered Pangbat he felt 
himself all that people made him by their adulation. 
His food, his habits, his clothes, had always been 
irnportant to him. They grew more important to 
him now that other people found them so as well. 
Not for anything would he wear a hat when he heard 
that it had become a legend that he never wore a hat, 
and that everywhere over the United States young 
men went carefully hatless because Bert Holm went 
so. Somewhere he heard a woman say, “ I’ll bet he 
smokes a pipe — I like a man who smokes a pipe, 
don’t you ? ” He began to smoke a pipe, though for 
a long time it made him a little sick and so he only 
smoked in public. Kit might have laughed at him 
for that trifle had he not given her his careless grin. 

“ I don’t care for the damn thing, but it gives ’em 
more to talk about, and they might say something 
worse,” he said cheerfully. 

At the air-port near New York he had leaped from 
the plane, his body full of grace, and all his charm 
made easy now with usage, and people pushed and 
shouted and laughed themselves hoarse because he 
was so exactly what they thought he was. They 
hugged the very image of him to their hearts because 
he was so exactly what they thought, no better, not 

378 



more learned than any of them, a regular fellow, they 
told each other, just like anybody, and so, Kit thought 
bitterly, worthy doulillcss oftlicir worship. 

There was no denying her growing inward bitter- 
ness. It made her look somehow more like Gail than 
she had ever looked in her life. It made her voice 
take on an edge of sliar|)ness that was like Gail’s. 
She held herself more erect, her head higher, her face 
closed. 

(hill, coming to inca-t Iku- with Harvey and her 
parents, stooil scjiaraicd by the struggling crowds 
between and stared a( ross the massed heads at Kit. 
Each ol' the fainily looked at her, trying to find 
answer to their common qviestion, “What has she 
decided to do ” But if Kit knew her own answer, 
nothing alxnit lu-r revealed it to anyone else. 

“ She looks live ytums older,” Gail said to her 
mother. 

She .sai<l it comjjlacently because she herself, as 
she very well knew, was looking unusually young and 
pretty. Tliat was what the bitch did for her, so 
that somethiug under a luilf an hour ago a young 
man hoUiing her hand in both his htid said, “ Gail, 
yon an' twice ;ts beautiful as you were the day we 
met, ;uul then I thought 1 had never seen any woman 
so betmtiful ! ” He had dniwn her to him by the 
hand he held tinii had kissed her fur a long moment. 
She luul let it he long hecau.se it was sweet. Then 
his lips had mnrmure<i upon hers, “ I didn’t know 
whether you W'ouid let me do this or not.” 

“ 1 didn't either, Jerry,” she had .said. 

“ Adorable ! ” he hatl whispered. . . . 

SIu' turned her eyes, made clear and innocent, 
upon her mother as she accused Kit of ageing. 

“Well, Kit ;ilw:iys looked too young,” Mrs. 
Talhmt replied ;uid alh'r a moment added, “ It’s 
becoming, I thiitk.” And a quarter ol an hour later, 
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having felt Kit’s composed kiss upon her cheek, Mrs. 
Tallant murmured to her husband, “ I believe she's 
settled herself. I knew she would. After all she's a 
Tallant.” 

“ We’ll see,” Mr. Tallant returned. He wasn't 
going to commit himself on Kit, not but what he 
would be glad, of course, if things were settled. He 
hated a family scandal. And Bert, it must be said 
stood this sort of thing pretty well. Look at that 
silly girl now, hanging on his shoulder ! He would 
not know what to do in Bert’s shoes, with all this 
adulation. The crowd was pretty much of a fool 
and he was glad he did not have to come into it in 
his job. All the same, probably no one in the country 
just now had the influence this blond-haired boy 
had. Brame said so. If Bert wanted to head a 
cause he could storm the nation. Thank God, Bert 
had not an idea in tds head and so was not dangerous. 
It was safer for the crowd to worship a fellow like 
that than someone like some of those dictators — a 
golden calf, instead of Moses, leading them out to 
God knows what 

“ Well, sir ! ” Bert’s hard big hand was grasping 
his painfully. It’s good to see you ! ” 

‘‘ Welcome home, my boy ! ” Mr. Tallant said. 
No use pretending there was not something very 
likable here ! But Kit’s mouth looked tight and 
queer. Her lips had always been full and soft. They 
were no longer so. 

‘‘ I think I’ll go home,” he told his wife after an 
hour. I’m getting tired.” 

‘‘ We’d all better go,” she said. There’s such a 
crowd.” 

They had all gone home then except Bert and Mr. 
who had stayed. There was no use trying to 
t yet. After the family handshakes, photo- 
• ^ in flashes of light, he was swept away again 
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and they went liomc williout him. They would not 
see him again until tlic mayor’s dinner. Mr. Tallant 
hated great dinners, but of course they all had to go 
because the ina\”or Imd invited tlicm. This morning 
there would be ihr prtx'ession up Broadway. Thou- 
sands of tclepliont' books would be torn to bits again, 
tonsof pa|)er frajHiueUs would lly through the streets 
and have to l)e swept, up tomorrow. It would cost 
the (-ity a mint of' moiu-y, Bert riding in an open car 
lip Broadway, his hair sluiiing in the sun. But people 
did not think ot tliat. 

In Ina- own room at ttu('i-a;fternoon, Kit was un- 
packing (]ui(‘tly. I'hr maids liad Imiig up her clothes 
but slu‘ had told thorn Icaive the small bag for her. 
Then' w<‘re a fow thin'e^ iu it, gibs for her family, a 
Tibetan turfpioise brarc*h'l she had liked, some wild 
flowers she* liad found in India and had pressed, her 
book of pof'ins, and the* little old Clhincse seal that 
had gunr with her (‘v<‘rywlicre. They had stood on 
a balcony and wat( tied tlie procession while it 
passc'd, then bt'caiise they could stand no longer 
they had < om<‘ home, she and her parents and Gail 
ancl i!arv<‘y, and had t('a together in the drawing- 
room. Hui one of thr maids Iiad served it because 
Sinedlt'V had as!a*d for the afternoon off so that he 
could sre tin* prtn'cs.sion. 

It luui sc'cmc'd so iosy there together that the 
ti'dituess ill her wlucfi she had felt since the day at 
Bombay looseiieii suddenly and she felt shut in and 
secure. B<‘rt hml <irawn the crowd away with him. 
These were her own family. 

“ I don’t see myself how you stand it/’ her father 
said, and drew a great sigh. j^iothcr piece of 
toast, please, Kit, People in the aggregate arc 
oppn’ssive, to say the least.’* 

It’s awfully ainuKing, really/’ Gail put in. She 
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couldn’t keep from looking at Kit. She was dying to 
find out, she had whispered to Harvey, what wa^ 
behind ELit’s eyes. That look had always meant 
something. Gail was very affectionate with Harvey 
today. He felt it and watched her, but each time 
he caught her eyes they were clear upon him. He 
needn’t worry, those eyes said. He was the eternal 
rock. He was, he knew — but he must keep Gail 
from being a public fool with that young Jerry Todd, 
who was in love with her. She did not pretend he 
was not. 

‘‘ Gan I help it ? ” she had inquired when he 
asked, still with those amber clear eyes. . . . 

“ I suppose I stand it because it’s Bert they’re 
after,” Kit was saying. 

Now she can’t be jealous of Bert ! Gail’s mind 
flying about' like a bright dragonfly darted at this 
and dismissed it. Harvey had said, ‘‘ Maybe she’s 
jealous — women are.” But Kit had never been 
jealous. 

“ By the way, Edt,” Harvey said suddenly, your 
old boy friend, what’s-his-name, has made a tremen- 
dous hit with his play.” 

Ah, there was something ! The dragonfly hung 
poised and glittering upon Kit’s joyful eyes, suddenly 
upturned. 

“ Norman ? ” she cried. 

The same,” Gail replied. 

“ And the play — is it Freedom ? ” 

It is,” Gail said. “ We haven’t seen it, but we 
must, mustn’t we, Harvey ? Such reviews, Kit, as 
never were — even the old crabs of critics who never 
like anything are saying great, magnificent, real 
theatre, and ^ that.” She laughed suddenly. 
“But I don’t know about the box office.” She 
looked at Harvey, her eyes glittering with laughter. 
“ We heard that girl, didn’t we ? ” 
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“ Last night ? ” Harvey inquired. “ You did 

I didn’t.” He never i)aid any attention to what 
people said on the stn-els, but Gail was always 
picking up things. 

“ We had to walk to find the car,” Gail explained, 
“after we’d been seriug (hat new revue thing, A 
Fenny i'nr Vnur '1 We pa.s.scd by the Booth, 

where /'Vov/ewfs playing, and a gum-chewing, 
platinuni bloiule, swingdng along between her two 
men, .said, ‘ 'I'liat’s a play I don’t give a damn to 
see - /dWem sound.s like too much poetry and 
too profound.’ ” 

I'hcy laughe<i. (lail told things well enough to 
have been an aetrer.': herself, Harvey thought. Only 
he woidd never li.ive married an actress. 

“ No, but tell me — " Kit was Iteginning eagerly. 

The door o|jened sudtlenly ;ind the maid stood 
tltere. 

“ Oh, nni’tun,” she cried, her face all open like a 
child’s, ” he's on tlir radi«> now ! Mr. Holm, ma’am 
— it’s live o'clock.” 

“ Then the |)roeession’s over at last,” Mr. Tallant 
said. 

Mr. and .Mr;;. Tallant looketl at each other un- 
certainly. Did they h.ive to go into the other room 
and hear Bert i’ The maid, wtiiting and excited, 
coinpelli'd them. They were ashtuned of their own 
coldiu-,.. “{>ii, we must go,” Gail cried. They 
nrse, U.irvey last, aiui went in and sat down, and 
Bert’s voice, full am! young and clear, came half- 
laughing into the r<fom. 

“Well, folks, here 1 am again — same old bad 
penny ! .\nd 1 haven’t a thing new to tell you, 
except 1 .set otit to i limb Pangbat and I did. But I 
wouldn’t be fair to my line men if I didn’t say they 
stood by me, all of them, and made the expedition 
a succi‘.sM. Jiu:k Rexall will be home soon with the 
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stuff. I left everything to him, except the records 
which I have. Well, nothing will be too good for 
old Rexie when he gets home. He may lose a finger 
with frostbite. And one of the other men had snow- 
blindness.’’ His voice grew solemn. “ Two of the 
men lost their lives — brave fellows. ITl never forget 
them. To me they’ll always be alive. Well,” he 
paused and his voice grew lighter, ‘‘ but those things 
happen. Maybe you’ll ask why do we have to climb 
a mountain anyway ? Well, maybe I didn’t have to 
do it. But I thought I did. And I hope our records 
will be some use to the scientists, and I found a 
wonderful place for a t.b. sanatorium, if anybody 
wants to have it, a level valley, full of flowers, on 
the edge of snow, with the bluest sky and best air in 
the world ” 

Gail whispered, ‘‘You didn’t say anything about 
a sanatorium. Kit ! ” 

“ I thought he’d forgotten about it,” Edt whis- 
pered back. 

Bert paused again, and mischief crept into his 
voice. His eyes. Kit knew, would be lighting now, 
and the slow grin creeping over his face. 

“ But, folks, I’d be fooling you if I let you think 
I went there for anything but a good time. Heck, 
I am what I am, that’s all. I went there for a good 
time and I had it. I went to climb higher than 
anybody ever had before, and I did it ! ” 

Such roars and handclapping and laughter burst 
out of the radio that the room was suddenly crowded 
with noise. 

Mr. Tallant turned the button sharply. In the 
silence he said dryly, “ Bert certainly has improved 
in his public speaking.” 

“ He seems to have learned the touch,” Harvey 
agreed, unwillingly. 

“In other words, my dears,” Gail said briskly, 
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“ he’s done it again ! ” 'I'liey all turned to look at her, 
and she looke<l hack at them anti smiled cruelly, and 
said no more hetuiuse :it that moment an idea had 
come to her. All ilay an idea had been growing 
bigger aiul more ptissihlr as she thought of it. Why 
shouldn’t jerry do sotnediiug and he a public hero? 
Why iH)t the next Why not steal the heart of the 
great public away from Bert jerry was better 
looking than P.erl, as tail and even more blond, 
Swedish, out of .Minnesota, and American to the 
core ! What a pity iu- could not lly a plane ! But 
what about the w.ir coming in hiurope - something 
in the n<‘.xt war \V h.it excitement heroism would 
add to her aliair with jerry ! She rose .slowly and 
went over to Harvey compelled by some contra- 
dictory iii.stinct. 11c loiiked ui) in surprise from his 
cigar. 

“ What u<nv ? ” he inejuired. 

“ Nothing. 1 jicst want to sit by you.” She pulled 
a footstool to his side, and .silting down leaned against 
hi.s knee, a picture of a wile, 'fhey looked at her one 
by one, unea.sy, without knowing why Gail, devoted 
and demure, alway.s alarnted them. 

“How’s Dickie’s knee?” Mrs. Tallant said 
abruptly, 

“ Better, thank yon,” (Jail said, and explained to 
Kit, “ He iell wliile he wji.s roller skating, and it got 
infect e<l.“ 

It wa.s at this moment that Bert burst in upon 
them. “ Here I iun!*’hc rried. He had escaped, 
he c,xplained, huighitjg, and in the bright success of 
his pre.settcc (laii was forgotten. Her family. Kit 
decided, watching them, were being all they should 
be to Bert, tolerant, amused, and appreciative. If 
Gail led him on t«) talk too much of himself, it was 
simply that .the might be amwed the more, and that 
was only C*ail, and if her father was a little more 
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ironical than usual, it was an irony not unkind 
Underneath even Harvey’s silence and her mother’s 
bright, practical questions. Kit felt that somehow 
or other, worthily or not, inexplicable though it 
assuredly was to them, they too had come to accept 
Bert as a hero. 

Two days later on the schedule which Mr. 
Brame had made for him, Bert went home to see his 
parents, and Kit on the morning after found John 
Baker’s letter at her place when she came down to 
breakfast with her father. 

She had not gone with Bert. She knew that she 
would never go to Misty Falls again, not having 
decided consciously that she would not, but merely 
becoming aware of it as a fact that she could not go 
because nothing in her belonged there. So she had 
said to him quite easily, “ Do you mind if I stay at 
home while you go ? After all, I haven’t seen my 
parents either for a long time.” 

“ I want you should do what you want to, Kit,” 
he answered. 

So he had gone off to Misty Falls, and newspaper 
men went with him and millions read of Bert Holm’s 
return to the home of his childhood, and of how the 
whole village was at the train to meet him and how 
the railway station was decorated with lights and 
how the band played and how his parents were there 
in new clothes, their honest faces ht with joy and 
their toil-worn hands outstretched to grasp Eert’s 
hands. And Bert’s mother, interviewed, said over 
and over again, “ No, I’m not surprised at anything 
Bert does. He was a wonderful baby. I got pictures 
showing him walking at nine months, and he chewed 
meat as good as I could.” 

The old man would not talk, it seemed. But that 
made a good story, too, the taciturn silence, the strong 
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reserve of this weathcr-heaten old farmer who had 
given Bert his iinmcnse physical energy. The same 
vigour lluit had ;nn!e to a half a century’s ploughing 
and sowing tuid re.iping of the land had been given 
to Bert to conquer inountains. 

At brcaklast in tlie large cpiictly furnished dining- 
room Mr. Tallant put down his paper at the same 
instant tliat Kit imt down hers, and their eyes met. 
He smiled slightly. 

“They s<<-ni pretty fond of him, don’t they?” 

he munnured. 

“ It’s a sickening word, l)ut that’s what they arc, 
she an.swered. “ More etdl'ee. Dad ?_” 

“Thanks,” lie said. He appreciated Kit’s still 
corning down like tliis whenever she was home. They 
did not speak for a moment, needing silence after the 
raucous fulsomeuess of the newspapers. 

Somi'tinu's 1 am sure restraint is the loveliest 
thing in hie,” she said altm* a while. 

“ If it’s not ean ied too far,” he said. “ ’Well, it 
can be at that. But for a steady diet I’d rather 

hiivc 

“ So would 1,” she said. “ More toast, Dad ? ” 

“ No, thanks,” he replied. ,, t. j 

It wms tlxm she saw John Baker’s letter. She had 
glanced at the letters by her plate and beneath them 
then- w'as a sipiare while cnvcloiic. Mr. Tallant was 

folding his napkin. 

“ Wait a minute, Dad,” she said. ^ 

She tore open the letter and read it aloud. 


Dear Mrs. Holm — It seems in accord with my 
promise to vou that I see you in regard to some 
data pul into my hands by certain members of the 
Expedition. H‘ yon will appoint a hme> I 

glad to c:dl upon you. — \ours faithfully, 

* Town Baker. 


n2 
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Short and to the point,” Mr. Tallant muj.. 
mured, and wiped his mouth'. “ Sounds as thoujb 
he had something up his sleeve.” 

“ I suppose I must see him,” Kit said. 

“ Only thing to do,” he repHed. “ Brame how 
anything about it ? ” 

“ I haven’t had time to see him,” she replied 
“ Shall I have him come, too ? ” 

^ Mr. Tallant shook his head. “ Better not,” hg 
said. “ Better see the fellow alone and get whatever 
it is straight for yourself. Do you want me ? ” 

“ Would you ? ” she begged, instantly relieved. 

“ If you think he’ll talk before me, of course.” 

“ He will, I’m sure. You’d like each other.” 

“ All right — my office, then, why not ? Dav 
after tomorrow, at two. I’m tied up until then.” 

“ The best possible place,” she said gratefully. 

He came over to her and kissed her hair. It was 
as fragrant as it had been when she was a young girl. 

“ Goodbye,” he said. 

“ ’Bye, Dad.” She smiled up at him. Her face 
looked a little fuller again than it had, just for the 
moment anyway, he thought to himself, as he rolled 
down the avenue toward Wall Street behind the 
chauffeur. It was a changeful face, Kit’s— no 
teUing what it reaUy was because it was never static. 
He had never been satisfied with any pictures of her. 
Gail, now, always looked exactly like her pictures, 
always pretty — dangerously pretty he’d thought for 
some reason the other day when she had sat with 
her head against Harvey’s knee. But Kit could be 
pretty or plain, by the moment. He had always 
thought if things were just right in her life some time 
she would be actually beautiful. He’d like to do 
something to make her so — mustn’t forget to tell 
Miss Hopkins to cancel everything for day after 
tomorrow at two o’clock. 
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At the breakfast table Kit, left alone, searched all 
her instincts :ukI discovered among them the most 
sensitive. It stirred at the remembrance of the name 
of Ronald brugh. 


Two days later, corning into her father’s enormous, 
darkly Ihrnislied ollice at two o’clock sharp, she 
found John Baker already there at the great window 
overlooking the harlrour. Mr. Tallant was standing 
beside him. 

She put out her hand to John Baker. He was 
exactly the same as he had been when she saw him 
last on the fiothills of the Himalayas. 

“ I’m glad to see yon,” she said. 

“ Thank you,” he saiil. “ I wasn’t sure.” 

But why not ” she risked. 

“ I thought perhaps Mr. Holm ” 

She shook her head. “He hasn’t mentioned 
you,” she said tpiiekly, and thought, her heart 
dropping, “ Bt'rt .s ke|)t something secret again. 

They sat down, slie in a deep chair of fragrant 
old leather, her father at his desk, and John Baker 
at a table. He began unpacking a stuffed brief- 


“ That makes it rather hard,” he said. “ I wish 
he had. 1 don’t want to present both sides — only 


my own. _ ^ • ir 

I suppose B(*rt ciiii tell his side of it himselij 

anywtiy, wlnitever it is,” Mr. Hill ant put in. 

Kit did not speak. She knew as well as though 
John Baker had read aloud the papers before him 


what they were. 

“ 1 liavc here,” Baker said steadily, looking down 
at them “ ii serie.s of statements from the four men 
who went up Paiigbiit with Mr. Holm. They wrote 
them separtitely, each giving his opinion a 

certain important matter. Then they brought them 
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to me as one impartial because I was not even present 
at the final climb. Shall I read them ? ” 

“ If you please,” Kit said. 

Mr. Tallant picked up a small silver paper weight 
in the shape of a crouched watchful dog on guard 
and sat twisting it and polishing it with his W 
thumb as he listened. Baker read, one after the 
other, the four sheets of paper he held. He mentioned 
no naines but Kit did not need to be told who 
had written each. Francis Brewer’s good-natured 
southern courtesy, beginning in a large negligent 
script, ^ “It is with the greatest reluctance that I 
commit to paper such nebulous material as my own 
doubt and fear that—” And Bert Calloway’s 
clear, hard statement, “ On the thirtieth of July of 
this year, I, as a member of the Bert Holm Expedi- 
tion, was stationed at Camp III upon the north-east 
slope of Pangbat. It was my duty, assigned by kfi. 
Holm, to remain in readiness for possiWe rescue in 
case — ” And Lincoln Mayhew’s disturbance as 
he began, “ I certainly hate this necessity to write 
down something which may bring trouble. Dis- 
appointment is always hard. But it is more than 
personal disappointment in a man which leads me 
now to express a certain point of view. Justice 
demands it — ” Dick Blastel began in belligerence. 
“ Ronald Brugh was my fi-iend. He is dead, and 
maybe he does not need anything more from me. 
But I would like to ask a few questions about how he 
died, if only for my own satisfaction. First, Mr, 
Holm, did you or did you not quarrel with my 
firiend Ronald Brugh before you set out alone on the 
morning of the thirtieth of July ? If not, why did 
\ make the start alone ? Second, why did you 
ate firom the route you had told us all would be 
we'were to follow in case of any trouble? 
'id you or did you not leave any message or 
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siena] for P.ni;di at tli<’ point at which you turned? 
Fourth, (lid >'(«■ *'d-c the oxygen tank with you ?” 

On tnid »>'> die qur.siions went. John Baker read 
them steadily and turned the page Blastel had 
covered on ix'th sides with his reniorsele.ss questions. 
Wlien he had liui -lied, Mr. Tallant put down the 
silver doe;. 

“ lias Bert seen these ? ” he asked. 

“No,” .l"hu Baker .uiswered. “ But he knows 
the way the uieii feel, i thought it only fair to 
speak to him lieture I hrought them to Mrs. 

lluhu.” , 

That was wliat Bert had liidden again irom her ! 
Tlu fresh silemc st-irted all Kit's old distrusts, but 
she did not Sjieak. 

" What did Bert say ? ” Mr. Tallant inquired. 

“ lie did not seem to take it .seriously — said that 
men ill an expethtum usually tuiiuit! against their 
leader .uid were je. dons il lie sueeceded and despised 
him if in* didn't. Bust jierhaps wc should not blame 
him f >r t.dsing nothing very seriomsly just now in the 
w.iy of bhuue. It would be diiruailt for any man in 
Mr. I loha’s position to judge himself for what he 


"*^Whal he Nvas ! Sl.e .saw again through Baker’s 
cold unprejudieeii eoutempt wiiat Bert was. He 
nut Bert aside as unimportant and went on talking. 
The uliole qne tion, he .said, was one ol moral right 
and of justite to Ivoii.dd Brugli, whom they had all 


“ The iinportanl thing now is,” he .said at last, 
“what shall I do?” 

“ What von fi-el yon should do, I should like you 
to do, please,” Kit'.s.iid with swift authority. She 
had not omc spoken to iiUerrnpt him. ^ Indeed, 
1 should never he t oiiteiit il you did not. 

Jolui Bakerks small grey eyes were as clear as 
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points of steel. “ It will be very serious for Mr 
Holm.” 

“ Bert has told me about this. He will stand up 
for himself,” she said, and rising, she put out her hand 
for goodbye. She must get out and away, out of 
this grave room, away from everything, into the out- 
door air. 

“ Thank you,” she said. 

“ Thank you,” he said. “lYou’re pretty swell 
Mrs. Holm.” 

“ Oh no,” she replied soberly, “ just fair — I hope 
— to Ronald Brugh, as well as to Bert ! Goodbye, 
Dad — see you a little later, won’t I ? ” 

“ I may be home early,” he said. 

She nodded again and slipped out of the heavy 
mahogany door and flew down the halls to the 
elevator. When she got out she would jump into a 
taxi and drive up the highway to the park and walk 
and walk — and think what to do. She would have 
to talk to Bert, of course. But she had not a moment’s 
doubt that John Baker would be right in whatever 
he did. One could not look at him or listen to his 
steady voice without knowing his complete cold 
integrity. She could not imagine what he would 
have done if she had begged him not to teU, for 
Bert’s sake. But she could never have asked him for 
such hateful silence. . . . If Bert were criminal it 
would be easy. But with deepest certainty she still 
knew he was not criminal. He was simply without 
the conscious sensitive integrity of a good intelli- 
gence, that was all. But conscious integrity was 
everything — the vessel which held aU beauty. If 
there were no containing vessel, then there was 

hing. 

he time she reached the park she was com- 
'•’igry. No, but this time she would make 
for himself. When he came back she 
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would tell him straightly what John Baker had told 
her, and ask him what he proposed to do. She 
would force him to face himself as he was and* not as 
that ligurc that Mr. Brame had made. 

She stopped, aware that she was muttering half 
aloud l)etwc(m her teeth as though she were insane. 
She -sighctl and slowed her steps. Silly to let herself 
be burned up for Bert, who would never know it ! 
It was a glorious afternoon in late August, but she 
IkuI seen notiiing of stmimcr .since they came home. 
]'A'(u-y ilay had beieu filled with this ridiculous rush.' 
Ah, what would she- do with her own life ? That was 
the; real (juestioa -- not Bert, really. She was no 
gootl to anyone living this way. She sat down on 
an empty heueh. And instantly the engines in her 
that had been going so powerfully stopped. 

The stillness was inten.se — the stillness of a 
.summer's alteiaioon whtm everything was waiting 
for the evening (H)olne.ss. Life pau-sed. The very 
children passing her on their way to the zoo seemed 
dreamy with stillne.ss. Near her an old man slept, 
and a woman, motionle.ss, stared at nothing. The 
park this afternoon was a heart of stillness in the city. 
The sunlight poun-d into it, warm and strong. She 
wanted to stop, too, to be .silent and unthinking at 
least f'or a monumt. TIjc moment stretched and 
lengthened into ;m hour and then very nearly into 
another hefitre she moved. When she did she was 
half tlrowsy with rest, 'fhe sun had done it, perhaps, 
or tht! trre.H and a i)layful squirrel, a flash and flutter 
of pigeon, s, <tr children calling faintly in the distance 
at the edge of a pool where they sailed their ships. 
The ohi man waked and wiped his mouth and 
stitieheii himself and went away, and the woman 
ro.se iit last, her eyes full of peace, and walked past 
without seeitig her. 

Atid Kit, too, rose and went toward the east 
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where the nearest street was, and called a taxi and 
went homeward. She had always loved the park 
from the days when it had stood as the nearest best 
to Glen Barry, from which each winter she must be 
taken. But today it had become something more. 
It had become the maintaining of this principle of 
life, that in the heart of the world’s greatest con- 
fusion there was stillness and only out of stillness 
could there come the final clarity. 

She met her father hovering near the library 
door, watching for her coming. 

“ I was a little worried,” he confessed. Nobody 
seemed to know where you were.” 

Only in the park,” she answered. Then she 
smiled at him. I needed air,” she added. 

“ I don’t blame you,” he returned. 

She followed him into the library and, sitting 
down, took off her hat and gloves and put them in 
her lap. He stood before the empty fireplace, tall 
and thin and a little brooding. 

“ Kit,” he began, I’ve been thinking. We must 
see Brame and get him ready for this attack. Bert 
is going to be ruined by this unless it’s very carefully 
handled. People will hate him the more for having 
worshipped him as they have.” 

He gazed sadly across the room at nothing. 
“ We’re a strange people, we Americans,” he mused. 
“We are doomed to hate whatever we love. The 
seeds of that hatred are in us from the beginning 
because what we really hate is having given ourselves 
away so much as to worship anyone. Those old 
fellows, our grandfathers, planted pretty deep in us 
the Commandment — ^ Thou shalt have no other 
gods before Me,’ but of course we do make other gods 
as the other heathen do ; only after a while we hate 
them because there’s the old conscience in us still.” 

“ Meaning Bert is a false god ? ” she inquired. 
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“ Any man is a false god to a people born of 
Puritans and Calvinists as wc are, and nurtured on 
the Constitution,” he replied. “ And that’s why if 
we love him, wc arc doomed to hate him. ... I 
feel sorry for Bert. 

She did not answer this. His brooding deepened 
as he looked at her and he pulled his short grey 
moustache and conght-d. Her eyes were so dark 
and full of something, he didn’t know what except 
that they always nnule him ache a little — always 
had. When she was little her eyes always made him 
want to buy her things, but what she wanted now 
was beyond any buying. ^ 

“ Kit,” he said, clearing his throat, “ I want to 
tell you — if you decitle on — a — on a divorce or 
anything like that, just let me know what you want.” 

“ I would, Datl, anyway,” she said quietly. He 
thought, relieved, that she was very sensible. All the 
same 

“ Your motlier has a good deal of family pride,” 
he made himself go on, “ and very proper of course. 
All the same, if it’s your ha[)pine.ss that’s concerned 
the family will have to stand the publicity.” 

“ Thanks, D;id, 1 know that.” Her little face was 
quite serene. 

“ I just wjinted you to know,” he murmured. 

“ I do, but I haven’t made up my mind,” she 
said, and adchxl, ” I will, of course, when I know 
everything.” 

It was time to get out of this. “ Well,” he said in 
his usual voictg “ the thing is to see Brame and get 
his advice. And I sujtposc you’d better talk to Bert. 
You want me to ? ” lie asked an.xiously. But what 
would he say to th<; fellow ? I'hcy didn’t have much • 
speech in common. 

“ Oh no,” she said quickly, and actually laughed. 
She jumped to her feet and came over to him and 
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Mssed him and squeezed his arm a little. Don’t 
worry/’ she said. I’m used to Bert now. And he’s 
so a\^ully lucky. He’ll come out of this, too.” 

‘‘ That’s right/’ he said heartily. He was sud- 
denly relieved. She sounded just like her mother, 
sensible and matter-of-fact. It was the thing he 
liked best about Dottie. Whenever he felt himself 
getting emotional in the way he hated and yet some- 
how could not stop once he began, she helped him 
by just such a calm, everyday voice. It brought him 
back to himself. He hated softness and feared it in 
himself because he knew it was there, deep in his 
core. 

“ That’s my good girl,” he said, and gave her a 
diffident kiss on her forehead, which just then he 
found conveniently opposite his lips. 

When she was gone he sighed loudly. He felt 
tired and rang the bell and Smedley came in. 

“ Is there some of that special Scotch left ? ” he 
inquired. 

“ Yes, sir,” Smedley said, ‘‘ one bottle.” 

Smedley had secretly put . away that bottle on the 
day Bert Holm reached the top. 

Bring it,” Mr. Tallant said. He made a point, 
when there was only a single bottle left of some fine 
old stuff of drinking it quietly by himself, bit by 
bit Why not ? He doubted all other palates except 
his own, the only palate he could trust. 

Yes, sir,” Smedley said, dolefully. 

Kit, wandering restlessly about the house, wished 
that Bert were here so that she could have it over. 
But Bert would not be back until tomorrow. 

She picked up a newspaper &om the table in the 
hall where she happened to be passing. There was 
the headline, “ Bert Holm Visits Home Town.” She 
turned the page quickly. 
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If she knew Bm had been actually dishonest with 
her that night in the little Indian hotel, then she 
simply could not go on with him — though, she 
thought mournlully, what diflcrence in truth was 
there between dishonesty and her uncertainty con- 
cerning it ? If •■’ke could not be sure of his honesty, 
was that not in itselt the one. unendurable thing ? 
Certainly she bad not been uljle to cry out for him 
to John Baker, “ Bert could never do such a thing ! ” 
The real trouble was that, whether he had done it or 
not, she knew he < ould have done it. 

As she thus ieverisidy r(‘a.soii(al her own case, she 
went on turning the page-s until now suddenly she 
came upon a .stuall stpiarc of advertisement wherein 
was lettered l)i>ldly the one; word. Freedom. She 
stopped and .stareti at it as tlujugh it were a message 
to her. 

“ Norman’s play ! ” .she thought. 

It was ucaually as though he had spoken to her. 
She had thought (»f him since she came home and 
not incidentally hut as one to whom she might still 
go when, or j>«rrhaps if, it ever became necessary for 
her to go anywliere. Now with his peculiar dramatic 
power over her he had simply stepped into her 
indecision with tliis favourite word of his. Im- 
mediately he g;ive her direction. Being compelled 
to postpone talk with Bert, she would go and see the 
play and she would gts quite alone and tell no one. 
She had beeti going to dine at Gail’s with the 
cliildren, since there was a bankers’ dinner to which 
her parents and (kiil and Harvey were going, and 
her mother, arranging her family’s smallest destinies, 
had said briskly, “ Why don’t you go and have a 
nice cosy dinner with Gail’s children ? You haven’t 
had a visit with them .since you came back.” She 
had not, indeed, and they had grown so that she 
was shy of them. She had never been intimate with 
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the children, and yet they had had some sort of 
relation with her, too, a tenuous fairy-tale relation, 
out of which in their small boyhood she spun rhymes 
and stories which fascinated them and shamed them 
at the same time. Gail did not believe in fairy tales, 
especially for boys, and they knew it. And the 
truth was they liked Bert’s hearty roughness mth 
them better than Kit’s sensitive courtesy, and she 
knew this. When she came home and found them 
now definitely boys and no longer babies, she both 
dreaded and longed for renewed acquaintance with 
them. ... It would be easy enough to ring up at 
the last minute and say she could not come because 
she had decided to go to a play. 

Norman had designed everything, of course. He 
always did for his own plays. She was much too early 
so that she had plenty of time to gaze at the heavy 
black curtain with the huge red letters flung across 
it, FREEDOM. Here from where she sat too close 
to the stage, the word looked enormous and out of 
all focus. But this was the only seat she could get 
and even this was luck, for someone had turned it 
back. The house was full. When she reached the 
theatre over half an hour ago, there was already a 
sign up, Standing Room Only.” Down the aisle 
two rows behind her she heard an indignant dis- 
cussion over seats, the disturbed usher helpless. She 
had had no idea that the play was going like this, 
though Gail had said it was a hit. She did not look 
around, wanting to see no one she knew. 

Besides, the curtain was going up at last. , . . 

All Norman’s plays were somehow about himseE 
She had flung that at him once and he had granted it 
'T^i^'^diately. 

"hat is why they are real,” he said calmly. I 
yself, at least.” 
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Thus The Plough been the recoil of his brain 
when he had been sick of his own intellectualism and 
while he had been working on it he had found 
healing in the yokels he created. When it was 
finished he was healed and he forgot them. All his 
plays had been like fragments of himself, each some 
momentary crisis magnified into an hour's plot, 
though it was a trick of his, too, to catch into the 
seeming slightness of a play’s immediate tangle the 
portent of life. Critics granted him what they called 
the quality of being universal. That was because he 
himself was of that quality. He was a fragment of 
the universe rather than in himself an individual. 
Else how could he have so cruelly understood his 
own love of her ? 

But this play, this Freedom^ she saw as the scenes 
unfolded, was more Norman than anything he had 
ever written before. He had taken a young man, 
again himself, and had shown him stripping away 
one need after another, but always finally having the 
need for a great single love. That he struggled 
against as he would against his own death. It was 
the play of which he had told her, and without any 
shame she saw he had taken her to symbolize love. 
He had even taken her looks, her nature, her ways 
and tricks of speech, her poetry writing, and fastened 
them on a slight dark girl. Now more than ever she 
was glad no engagement had ever been announced 
between them. Gail alone would guess, perhaps, 
but Gail would never say anything about her sister. 

She waited for the end she knew — Norman, of 
course, in triumph, free and alone. She was touched 
as the play unfolded in the midst of her being half 
angry and half hurt, because he had created the 
woman with a sort of delicate sympathy and under- 
standing of her suffering. Andrew in the play, cast- 
ing off Helen, did so without ruthlessness and with 
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actual sorrow^ bewildered as much as she by his com- 
pulsion toward freedom. Kit listened, tears in her 
eyes, to his halting, sweating explanation of why he 
could not marry her, because if he did he would 
somehow be lost. He could not explain, he could 
only feel. And watching the girl she watched her- 
self. She was prepared then, when the curtain fell, 
for Norman in triumph and freedom. 

But the curtain did not so fall. He had, she now 
remembered, withdrawn the play and rewritten it 
while she had been away. This was what he had 
written while she was gone, this new end. There was 
no triumph. This was not Norman free. It was 
Norman who, having sent away from him everyone, 
even her, could not send away himself. He was 
subject still to everything in himself, to his own 
despondency, to his own weariness, but above all to 
that great bondage, the longing for the love he 
feared and would not have, and so at last to eternal 
discontent with the very cause for whose sake he had 
put everything away. He who had wanted freedom 
above everything was still not free, and so the 
curtain fell upon him alone, still in bondage but to 
himself. 

She rose while the theatre was full of applause, 
compelled by the necessity to see him again and talk 
to him. He would not be here, she knew, because 
he never saw a play of his own after it opened. “ Tve 
given it away, then,’^ he always declared. 

She went, therefore, to a drug-store across the 
street and shut herself up in the little public booth 
and rang his rooms. He might be away. She had 
heard nothing from him since she came back, but she 
remembered because she had never forgotten that he 
was usually there at the hours when his play was on. 
She heard after a moment his voice, impatient as 
ever, at her ear. 
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« Yes — who is it ? ” he demanded. 

“ Kit,” she replied. 

“ Kit ! ” he cried. “ I was just trying to write 
you a letter — been trying every night for weeks.” 

“ I’ve seen your play,” she said. 

“ When ? ” he asked. 

“ Tonight,” she answered. 

He paused the fraction of a moment. “ Like it ? ” 
he asked. 

“ I didn’t like it or dislike it,” she answered 
quietly. “ How could I ? I knew it was true — 
except the end. I don’t know anything about the 
ead, Norman.” 

“ The end’s the truest of all,” he said. 

“ Is it, Norman ? ” Then if it were true, she 
thought, anything could come out of it. 

“ Where are you ? ” he demanded. 

“ At the drug-store opposite the theatre.” 

“ Go to the counter and order something and 
wait until I get there.” 

The receiver clanged in her ear. She turned 
away. She had been nothing but Mrs. Bert Holm for 
days upon days, but now she slipped out of the shell 
of Bert’s wife as a moth out of a chrysalis and went 
to the counter feeling suddenly free of all Bert’s 
troubles. Let Mrs. Bert Holm look after herself ! 

“ A strawberry ice-cream soda,” she told the 
clerk. Over by the telephone booth she seemed to 
see a staid little brown thing she had left there, 
watching her in consternation. What would Bert 
do if this — came to anything ? She began her soda 
resolutely. It might happen, she thought. Any- 
thing might happen to her, depending on Norman. 
She drank slowly, glad for the coldness in her mouth. 
Her cheeks were hot and her eyes burning under the 
lids. Perhaps the time had come as it had when she 
was a little girl afiraid to dive, when everythmg had 

401 



at once seemed to compel her to a leap she had 
always refused. Perhaps tonight when she walked 
out of that door she would have decided, and for 
freedom. 

He came in at that moment. She saw the shape 
of him upon the mirror behind the counter and 
knew it was his. She knew the set of his shouldeis 
and the tilt of his hat. Then he was swinging to the 
stool beside her, smiling at her. 

“ Hello, Kit.” 

“ Hello,” she said. She looked up over her straw 
and went on. 

“ What is it ? ” he asked. 

“ Strawberry,” she replied indistinctly. 

“ I’ll have the same,” he told the clerk. 

They did not speak for a few minutes. Then he 
snatched her out of her dream-like silence. 

“ The first end was the one I wanted,” he 
remarked. “ It was the original end I’d planned. 
The second end was the rewrite.” 

“ Why did you rewrite ? ” she asked him. 

“ Because that was the way it turned out to 
be,” he said, and then added with emphasis, “and 
still is.” 

“ I know it,” she said. 

“ Don’t think you win,” he rejoined. 

“ Don’t think you do either,” she said, glancing 
up at him. She wanted to laugh and did not. It 
was such pure pleasure simply to talk with him. 
They flung their sentences at each other like balls, 
sure of .the other’s catch. 

“ It’s a sort of draw,” he agreed. 

It was a draw and yet she knew more certainly 
than ever that if she put out her hand, if she showed 
him a need, she could make any ending now that 
she chose. 

“I expected the end to be Norman the Magnifi- 
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cent, marching alone into tite sunrise,” she remarked. 

“ Shut up,” he told iier. ^ 

The sleepy clerk, swabbing his wet rag within 
inches of their glasses, ^stared. He could make 
nothing out of this. ^ But shut up ” was nothing for 
a man to say to a nice girl. He glared at Norman. 

“ Want anything else ? ” he demanded coldly. 

“ No,” Norman replied and flung down small 
coins. “ Come along,” he told Kit. 

She got down from licr high stool and followed 
him out. Behind them the clerk still stared ; then 
shrugged. Some dames would take anything from 
a fellow, he thought. He moved their glasses and 
swabbed rapidly the places where they had been. 
He saw queer ones at a job like this. 

Outside in the darkened street, Norman took 
Kit’s hand firmly and put it upon his arm. 

“ There ! ” he said. “ Hang on, will you ? ” 

“ Where to ? ” she asked. 

“ I don’t know,” he answered. “ Along o’ me, 
that’s all.” 

She went along witli lum, then, into the huge 
staring crowds who pace the streets of Broadway all 
night long. The crowds were strangely silent. She had 
often noticed that, though crowds in other countries 
were gay and chattering and noisy, these Broadway 
crowds were always grave and absent-minded and 
staring and they pushed <‘ach other as though they 
were long since due at .some place still far away. 
But then perhaps she and Norman looked so, too. 
She glanced up at his profile to see, and at that 
instant he turned and looked down at her. 

“ Aren’t you ever going to change ? ” he asked. 
His voice was hoarse. “ Damn you, Kit, won’t you 
please change a little ? I thought marriage was 
supposed to do something to a woman — make her 
fat or old or something. How can you square it with 
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your conscience to keep right 0 ^ 
you used to be ? ^ ^ 

His arm tightened on her ^ . 
light from a neon sign she 
ferociously down upon her. ^ , 

Another moment,” he said, ^ ^ 
light, and I’ll be asking you to ^ ^ 
and duty — with me.” 

Will you ?” she replied. 

“ Only if you drive me to it/^ ^ 

“ I might not go,” she said, 
coquetry, added, Though if I ^ 

‘‘ See here,” he said, “ we’j'^* 
thing, aren’t we ? ” 

She nodded, and saw his face 
Well then, let’s get somewht'^'*" 
he said. Only where ? ” He 
without slowing his long stride, 
if you want to take a woman sou^"^ ^ 
wait, let’s get on the ferry — the ^ ^ " 
that’s it. It’s as private as a thfi^ ^ ^ , 
I’ve gone back and forth on it 
I wanted to get off by myself.” 

They stepped into a taxi and 
corner and sat far off in the 
tween,” he muttered. I want 
you can muddle me up more th*^^ 
world. Talk about something, 
you and me.” 

She did not laugh, because hr* 
said. Besides, she wanted a clear 1 1 
thing might come of this night “ I 
come. Lives might be changed, 
separated, not only her own aiit l 
Bert’s, but all those other lives of 
know so inexplicably linked to thett t , 
“ All this success of yours,” she 
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suppose it’s inconvenient if you want freedom, 
Norman.” ’ 

“Damned inconvenient” he agreed, and then 
said honestly, “ But it’s queer, Kit. I like it, too. 
That’s the queer part. I’d have said that I didn’t 
care — I, of all i^coplc. But I do. It touches me 
when somebody writes that my play’s done some- 
thing for him. Xhen I curse and swear at myself for 
being like any other l()oI, and I tear up the letter. I 
don’t write to be helpful, like a damned evangelist 
or something. If 1 write for anything except myself 
it’s to make people mad, ma\i)e.” 

“ Don’t you evc^r answer th(;in ? ” she a.sked. 

“ No,” he said harshly. “ I don’t want to get 
mixed up with people ! ” 

She sat thinking about that. If she were with 
Norman, he would he ruthless with her and they 
would be free through his ruthlessness in any 
marriage they might choose. She would have to 
learn how to bear ruthle.ssne.s.s, if not to use it. But 
ruthlessness was the price of fn'cdom. If she told 
Bert, for instance, that she wtuucd her freedom from 
him, she’d have to g<‘t rut,hlf;s.sncss from somewhere 
— perhaps from Norman to do it, though if she 
did it quickly — tomorrow, say — she might hold 
her present ruthles-sness in her long enough for that. 

“ Here we arc,” Norman said. He paid the fare 
and they went onto the ferry. There was no one 
else near, except a small old man with his head 
wrapped up in a grey muffler, in spite of summer, 
and with his hat on top. He scurried ahead of them. 

“ Gome over Here," Norman said. “ There’s a 
nook I know.” He led her forward. “ Say, what 
about your home ? " 

“ Bert’s away — ” she began. 

“ I saw that,” he broke in, “The fellow’s face 
is everywhere ! ” 
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^ She overlooked this. “ Mother and Dad are om 

to dinner. If they are home they will think IV 
safely in my bed. ^ 

They sat down in the shelter of a stairway and tV 
ferry began to move. They could feel nothin? b- 
the lights quietly retreated. She watched thSi 2 
she sat very erect and a little apart. Norman W 
turned up his collar and put his hands in his pocke? 
That was still keeping his head clear, she thou<rht’ 
And then he spoke suddenly. ® 

“ Now then — what about your marryin? me 
KitTallant?” ^ ® 


She was so startled that she began to stammer as 
she had when she was little. ’ 

“I — I — ” she stammered. Her heart began to 
pound. 

Stop and count ten,” he commanded, and 
waited. “ Then, begin again.” 

“ What I wanted to say was — ” she said, laughin?. 
“ was that I didn’t expect you to say that at once. 1 
thought we were going to talk about it.” 

“ I put .the question,” he said. 

“ And the arguments for and against?” she 
inquired. 

“ I have it by heart,” he answered promptly. “ It 
is mostly against, too. In fact, it’s all against. I 
hate marrying another man’s wife. I hate like hell 
the noise and publicity of marrying Bert Holm’s T^ife. 
I don’t want to marry anybody. I have a home 
and I don’t want any children. The one damned 
argument for is that I seem to keep on loving you.” 

Her heart surged back over years to another 
moment when he had cut her life to pieces. 

“ i^ow shall I know now that it is enough ? ” she 
“ V shall I know that perhaps some time 
again that you don’t love me enough 
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outgrown and left behind, might still be waiting 
where she was. 

“ Lord, I want to kiss you,” he muttered. “ IVe 
got to kiss you.” 

She felt confusion mounting in her head, and 
ebbing away again before one desire, to turn to 
Norman and give him kiss for kiss. It was the 
primary need. And yet, hesitating, she heard faint 
echoes of all the things she knew. If she kissed 
Norman and took his kiss it would be no mere caress. 
Gail might count a kiss as small coin interchanged 
here and there, but she. Kit, never, in any circum- 
stance. And in this one circumstance, she very well 
knew, and so did Norman, that it was no caress at 
all. If their lips met it would be the torch set at 
last to the tinder, and the tinder set to that illimitable 
fire waiting to blaze between them and envelop 
them both and with them millions of people. 

“ Kit ! ” he said hoarsely. She could feel his eyes 
burning on her in the darkness. 

“ Norman,” she said faintly, “ it’s not just a 
kiss ” 

“ I don’t care what it is — ” he muttered. “ Kit !” 

He put out his hand. She was afraid and, longing, 
she trembled and her hands fluttered beneath 
And then when she had all but leaned to hm, 
suddenly someone stopped beside them, and a high 
voice said weakly, “ Excuse me, but would you give 
me the price of a cup of coffee ? ” 

It was the small man with his head in a mufiBer 
under his hat and at the same moment the boat 
jammed against the dock and shivered and stopped. 

“ No,” Norman said to him in fury. 

“ Oh dear,” the man said faintly. 

Norman took out money and gave it to him. 

“ Here — get yourself a real drink,” he said 
angrily. 


408 



T!h" .small man clutched the coin and hurried 
by t!u‘m to tlu‘ dtu k. 'ilic lights were shining on 
them clcai'ly iiow^ irmcli, much too clearly. They 
could not go oil. 

Daiim ! Norniaii said loudly. She did not 
answer. She r< resil<*ssly and walked to the railing. 
No om^ eame aboard and in a few moments the ferry 
backed out agniin and turned its nose to the farther 
lights. 

ihn slie did not return to liim in the darkness and 
at last he.' r<..vsc anti taime to lier. 

giving l.iacdv to wliere we came from,” she 

said, 

** Looks that wa,y,” he said. 

Strangt' how a living moment, seeming inevitably 
aluaui and alioiit to !>e, could slip out of being for so 
foc,)li.sli ii c.a,usi: and never come to life ! But behind 
tlic little man had liccn a million shadows. 

Slic wiilkc'd a whilt* up and down the deck and 
Norirum walkca,! lic'side her. They even spoke once 
or twic<% he to ask if she were cold and she to answer 
Ui)^ and to speak of how near the lights loomed 
auw. And all tlu* time the .lost moment was notfound 
again. 

Only at the v<‘ry last, when the taxi stopped in 
front of hvr own tloor, did he touch its fringe. 

Kit ■ what I said, I meant” 

I know it.” ^ 

** Wliat are you going to do about me, Kit? ” 
When I kmn\ Fll tell you.” 

(hhuI uigfht, little Kit.” 

” ( Jood liigln, Norman.” 

'rhe-ir luuuis (ouclu'ci and clung and parted. 

'I'hrrr was no use in trying to sleep. She had 
turned often ruouglt in her bed trying to find a spot 
whereon site coulti rest. But it was not possible to 
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was mc;in!ij,^l<*ss. A child must come as fruit after 
flower or there was no use in adding only another 
being to tins loo stu|)id world. She had been right to 
have no child lam.. 1 ler aversion to children had been 
soiiiici instinct. lh;rds children would simply have 
been hostag(^s to tin' pul)lic and they could never 
have Inani In'r own. Besides, children had to be 
mach^ out of more than mere flesh and blood. 

She ,c;ot up at last, though the dawn was only just 
h(‘gun, and !)ath('tl luTsedf and brushed her hair a 
long tinn‘ to cast* ht*r head. In such confusion the 
thing to do uas to plan licr steps. She had seen 
Norman. Now she would see him no more until the 
confusion, had l)ecome clear. To see him again 
wouici be to o\-t*rwcig;bt her lieart against Bert. No, 
tlu' nt'xt step must be to see Bert. And in all her con- 
fusion .sin* reali/.<’tl what she had not before, that not 
until the mouH'ut ih‘rt came back, not until the 
momciit he stt'pprd Ix^fbrc her eyes, would he be real 
again. W'lu'n In* was g'one she could never remember 
him. dliere was inuin'ng in him to lay hold upon, 
nothing In* said and <bd gath(*rcd together to make 
a definitt* prty<tnu and eveii though she had been 
inarric'd to him lunv so long, he was still not clear 
to her af this. momt*nt. d all, handsome, a ringing 
voire, l)right blue* (*ycs, his hair fair and straight and 
tliick wliai more ? No more, until she saw him 
there before her and led these things appear again for 
him. 

Site wrapped herself in her old blue velvet robe 
ami sat l.)y the window. She must wait for Bert if 
dec'ision were to htgjusi and she would never be con- 
tent with anything to* come if she did less than that 
jusif'c. 1 le must bring himself before her, and in his 
presence she must decide her course. Norman she 
need not meet, because she could not forget him. 
She saw him as clearly, she felt him as sharply, as 
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though he were in this room. Nothing could driv 
away his image. And her mind, wanderin<r asidi 
again, asked, “ If I see him so clear and feel him j. 
present, is that not proof enough? Why do T 
hold back from him ? ” 

For she did still hold back. Whether it was tap 
remembrance of the hurt she had once suffered ol 
whether it was that she knew she might be burr 
again because Norman would always be capable of 
hurting her, she did not know. And after a little 
while she perceived that these had nothing to do with 
her holding back. To be hurt was not important L? 
the end were right. No, not family, not that cold 
and hateful public, not her own hurt delayed her. 
Nor, to be truthful, was it Bert — or was it ? She 
could not tell. At this hour he was phantom. 

After a long while she felt weary enough to give 
up thinking and perhaps to sleep. She drew down 
the shade and flung off her robe and went to bed 
and pulled the covers about her. There was indeed 
nothing more to think. Her mind had run its round, 
over and over, and stopped each time before the dead 
end of waiting for Bert to come. 

She slept so heavily that she could barely drag 
herself up out of sleep to discover what was waking 
her. Something was waking her. She felt her hair 
pulled, her cheeks pinched, her palms slapped, her 
shoulders shaken. At last, out of desperate effort, 
she heard Bert’s voice. 

“ Kit, you’re not dead, are you ? ” 

“ No — no — I think not,” she muttered in- 
distinctly. 

“ Then wake up. Kit ! I’m back ! ” 

Bert back ! Then it must be nearly noon. She 
had slept aU morning. And now, struggling against 
lassitude, she opened her eyes. Yes, there he was, 
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“ Tall ■— haiKlsoim: — blue eyes she mur- 

yow say. Kit ? ” he demanded, astonished. 

“ Out <)!' a book she murmured again. 
Never niiiul if ho dididt understand ! She couldn’t 
be bothered to explain. 

“ Kit, what'.s the- matter with your he shouted. 

“ Nothing,” she sttid suddenly, and sat up. But 
she lelt a hUh- <!iz-/.y and lay back again. “I 
couldn’t slee^p Tor a long time, and so I overslept at 
last, that’s all,” she said. 

He was staring at her. You weren t out on a 

wild party or .something? ” 

She shook her head. I went to a play, all by 
mvseli; and ailerwanl.s I talked awhile with the 
playwright 1 ” 

“ Who ? ” . , 

“ Norman 1 .inlay.” 

“ Him ! ” hr said. He looked suddenly very 
grave “ I should think you’d be ashamed, Kit.” 

She did not answer. She wished she had never 
told him alMiut Norman, but she was too tired to 
think <wen ub. ml that . If she got up and took a cold 
shower and drc'ssed and had lunch, then, perhaps, 
fortihcd ~ she got up and put on her robe. _ 

“ Mom sent yon her love.” Bert, watching her, 
1-iy back on herVillows. She resisted her dislike of 


“ Did .Him ? 'riianks.” She began brushing her 

hair. “Everything the same?” ^ 

** Yculi onlv ¥<-^5 should of come along, Hit. 
They certainly were glad to see me. The town went 

on a real bust/’ , .. , ^ ^ j 

She had .said .she would not speak until she had 

dressed herself mid eaten. And yet “T 

she turned on Bert, her hairbrush poised in her hand. 


“ Lily too ? ’* 
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It was not m the least what she had planned m 
say She had not even thought of Lily for week 
until this moment. She clapped her hand to £ 
mouth like a child and stared at him. 

He got up. » What the heck do you mean ? 
demanded, and reached out as he spoke and pulled 
her hand away and crushed it in his. But m her 
astonishment she did not feel pain. 

“ I don’t know,” she said honestly. “ I haven’t 
the faintest idea why I said that ; I haven’t reaUv 
cared about her — for a long time. I’d almost for^ 
gotten her, Bert — truly.” 

“ You mean to tell me — ” he said thickly. 
“That I know? Oh yes, Bert. I’ve known for a 
long time.” 

“ And you let me think ” 

“ Why not ? ” she broke in. “ Why shouldn’t 1 
let you think if you let me think ? ” 

“ You didn’t tell me — ” he stammered. 

“ You didn’t tell me,” she said sharply. “ Besides 
Bert, I did tell you all I had to tell. I told you about 
Norman that day, and I waited for you to tell me 
about Lily, and you said nothing at all. That’s what 
I mind — and I’ll always mind — that you never say 
anything.” 

“ It was all over,” he muttered, “ long before I 
saw you.” 

‘‘ Then all the more why didn’t you tell me?” 
she demanded fiercely and was astonislied at 
her own anger. This was not her quarrel with 
Bert ! 

He looked at her. No, but he was amazing — 
his face was only complete and innocent bewilder- 
ment. 

‘ ^ don’t know,” he said slowly. “ I just don’t 
v^hy, Kit. I didn’t plan it that way. At first 
ant reporters nosing in, and then after I 
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said one thing it would have seemed funny to say 
another.” 

“ But to me ! ” she pressed him. 

“ I gue.ss,” he faltered, “ I guess I just sort of 
thought — what you didn’t know wouldn’t hurt you.” 

“ But it did, you see,” she said gravely. 

lie did not answer her. Instead he sat down on 
the fool of tire bed and laid his arms on the footboard 
and hid his face in his arms. She stood looking at 
him. What was going through his brain ? She had 
not the faintest knowledge. He lifted his head sud- 
denly to ask : 

“ Docs anybody else know ? ” 

” My father and mother, Mr. Brame, me — that’s 
all,” she answered. “ Some newspaper men, perhaps. 
But tiiey never heard anything from us. We’ve 
kept it.” 

H(- stood up, turned away from her, straightened 
his tic, smoothed back his hair and looked at his 
linger-nails. She could see his stubborn stupid 
instinct for sia rccy justifying itself, though he would 
not look at her. 

” It was a r<-gular divorce,” he said defensively. 

“ 1 know everything,” she said quiedy. “ Lily 
ttild me — nearly everything.” 

" Lily told you ? ” He turned to stare at her and 
she saw he could not believe her. 

”■ 1 went to see her when you were ill, Bert,” she 
said in the .saim" quiet voice. 

I h- was htoking at her now hotly enough. 

“ Of all th<^ damned nasty things for a wife to 
do - he began. 

“ Why ? I’d heard the rumours. And you didn’t 
t<tll me anything,” she reminded him again. He had 
to be told tin; same thing over and over, she knew, 
or he e.scapcd it as he always escaped. 

” How could 1 if I was sick ? ” he demanded. 



iy':.. 


i h-.v ir }r~i..rr tltaf/^ shr 


W M . 


retorted. 
Voice 


M:,; iM'' - 
“ lUit • 
..I:..! i!*» 
li. i,a:. . r 


i :*■ •? T.ik, 

' ^,u.| ,.i. .f 

fi«' tii.if 


‘I 1^.* 


*’'Af i 


.r./ 

- ir 

ii.iii ii‘. 0 '4 
{ ^-1 ,1 j 

^4l llr hf I , 


morrh. !.«! „p 

■ «t lf!{ -aiii.jrKjy 


*'-■■_'* -Uivur, Hir.-' shr .. j 

‘'* *“< ' •'> 1 III', tuitr lir, i-ir^ „j,, >i ' 

’'‘^■■■1 ih ■ :.•:.! 1... w.uiM l!v ut her 

1'. 

' " ' v..nv,l,i„, 

- t;'..H,uiunit, I ,n jsr.i ,,. k m| uutnm 

\rr. 4-.r,i i;,-!!.” •h.- v.ij.l, " I.r!“i ii,,t talk 
. ...... i 4.,„'l I I..-.:.,.,,..,— 

M,. , 1.,., ,,i!. 

mr. [.-li ,„r ..,.,.(1 it,r luni i,4,i t,,I,i 

iltiirl thrv h..iti .u;.il[.-.l «.,ti f" 

Hr }.i..kr ni, ” kn, .1 l' a .„•« all I bow 

vnmumr.. fiM* , n..! tr;:,-... l,r, v,.u ,»Kva%Matt 

llkr I H.r, i,;:;,- ^..t, j.,,i hr. .unr 1 .i.-n’t tr!! VOU 

.siir v«4^ In fill cyri and 

umltA^yd ^niir :,ut av ** Va 

J think ^..U .nr, iSrif, ■ fh.,u.;}, ,hr ,!,.l think so! 

iHil il lir I ilir.iii If iM ’ \,*iv hr ii.i’i hrgiiiiiinf 

l« ifirtlr tin .tif Ain |- " * "" ' ‘ ^ 

« Irai hhir riri ! 

*’ If ilir iiirti .irr 
rrii.uriiy. 

!If liHikr ill r^igrih ” Ktf, if ihr iiirii .irr right 

11 uy trt, Ilf isiisrir 11 ^. flyr tinlv iln rnl lliillg.” 
t ^^ill ftiiii ^4111^ * 4ir 'i4i4 sj|r |iis4ri| at liim^ 

liim. Ufiiil#4 ilf irallv tiJiilrti tiiliisclf? 
iid iKii lirhrvr hr mtikl* 


lir h4il h'iirA,rr iii have 
^lir iirgiiii un» 



“ Brame ^vould have to get to work on it,” he 
said shrewdly. 

And then hi.s fece changed again with some sort 
of feeling she had never seen in him before. 

“ Kit, you i)ral3ably won’t understand me when 
I say what I’m going to say. But it’s the truth. I’m 
not the same fellow I used to be before all this 
hapitened to me. I mean, the way all these people 
feel about me has made me different.” 

He hesitat<al and threw her an embarrassed 

glamau 

“ \'<“s, Bert ? ” Though she did not love him she 
felt herself wanting to help him to self-defence if she 
could. What magic had he, even over her ? He 
stood, tall and beautiful as ever, and she could see 
his hcauity even now, and his voice was charming and 
sliy htd'oi'C her. 

“ What I mean is, I used to think only about 
myself, Kit, whether I was getting what I wanted 
everywhere and if I was having a good time and 
getting what I liked to eat. Now I’m different. 

I feel I’m responsible for myself.” 

She had not the least idea of his meaning. She 
sat down on the bed and stared at him. Was some- 
thing going on in Bert that had entirely escaped 
her? 

I le looked at her solemnly. “ You don’t see how 
eliauged I am, Kit, but I tell you I am changed. I 
don’t hardly drink nothing at all any more, and I 
don’t look at a girl — I mean, even the way married 
men do when it doesn’t mean anything, because I 
don’t feci I ought to behave like just anybody. All 
the time I wa.s climbing that mountain I kept saying 
to mysdf, ‘Bert Holm, thousands of people are 
thinking of you, thousands of fine Americans are 
saying, “ Here’s hoping, Bert ! ” They’re all want- 
ing you to get there.’ And when I was dizzy with 
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“ That’s what Gail’s always telling me/* he 
retorted without a particle of conceit. 

The amazing thing was that it was quite true ; 
he was not conceited. He had a vast unconscious 
vanity^ a colossal self-centredness that was neverthe- 
less completely amiable and free from petty conceit, 
and honestly enough he did not care even about 
his own beauty. He accepted the fact of it with 
enormous imperturbable complacence, but an inno- 
cent complacence. And it was true that he was 
different. What she had once not been able to 
change in him, his sullenness, his laziness, Jiis careless- 
ness in dress and even in cleanliness, millions of 
other people had l)ccn able to do simply by worship- 
ping him. But what had finally changed him was 
his own desire, awaking sluggishly and slowly but 
steadily at last, to be as far as he could what they 
tliought he was. In a measure he had become what 
their worship had made him — or at least to seem 
to be, her watchful irony added. She would never 
know whether he was or only seemed to be what 
lie was. Simplicity so extreme was in its way as 
bewildering as complexity. One doubted it could 
be. She felt, a little grimly, that she did not like 
the public more for succeeding where she had 
failed. 

Smedley was bringing in hot English muffins and, 
having served her, had gone to Bert and was bending 
beside him, his red face full of devotion. 

More butter, Snieddy,” Bert said. 

‘‘ Yes, sir, at once.” Smedley rushed for the 
butter. 

Smedley simply panted to give Bert all he wanted, 
she Orought. There was no use pretending not to 
know he would have died for Bert. And again, why ? 
No answering — because she herself was postponing 
everything for him. Well, it was only for justice, 
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again in hii eyes. 

" Berause you dtm'l nretl lo t>r. Kit. ! wasn’t 
gttitig to tell you, hut I will, ahrr all. \‘ot( ihm’t 
nerd to mind alMiul tily. Mir‘» KuioR to yrt 
married." Hii great grin broke over her. " .‘‘hrX 
marrying Eejtir f " he »aid. 

She Riiired at him and hurst into laughter »hr 
could not avoid, not laughter at what lirrt had s.iui, 
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but at everything, herself, most of all, for thinking 
about Bert. 

“ No, Bert ! Not really ! ” she cried, her eyes full 
of tears. 

“Yep. I wasn’t goin’ to tell you— just to 
punish you a little, Kit — but heck, why not ? 
Don’t it make a horse laugh ? She went right after 
him even before he got home and everybody was 
makin’ a fuss over him. And he fell, by cable. 
They’re going to have a bungalow all furnished 
modern, Kit — nice as cari be.” 

Why was she still laughing ? How absurd every- 
thing was ! He was laughing too, enjoying his 
success with her. 

“ So you don’t have to be jealous any more. 
Kit ! ” he roared. 

Useless, impossible to attempt the task of telling 
him she had never for one moment been jealous of 
anyone ! He would never understand that she had 
suffered not because of Lily, but because of himself. 

She checked her laughter at last, half sobbing, 
sighed and wiped her eyes. “ I must stop this non- 
sense and go to see Mr. Bramc, Bert.” 

Only why ? Everything would turn out lucky 
in the end for Bert whatever she did. Justice had 
nothing to do with lum. 

“ I don’t know why I bother myself, though, even 
for that,” she said aloud, “ It’ll probably be all 
right/* 

“ Aw, Kit, you better go,” he urged her. “ I’d 
go myself, only you’ll do it better.” 

He was smiling down at her. 

“ All right then,” she agreed. 

“ Now will you kiss me ? ” he demanded. And 
without waiting for her consent he bent oyer her, and 
again she felt tide familiar freshness of his lips. She 
was, for the moment, helpless against him. Then 
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!hri!)«.| Mj.rnr.i ami \Jt fh ainr * autr in, wtpinir 
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hfili'., \l)s H.'ln!, 1 ti-in'l kiiuu Ijiivv to 
.tl». 4 ..K».r I,.i ),I‘, 4 rl.is 1 a l.h.i,, hatri Mut a meal 
j.aiJi. nlaih m fhr nn.hiir thr .iai, I .murrvou 
thr frlri'iain I aiiir i,,-! an ant 


“ I has.rji'1 «..!nr alnat} a frlr.nam," shr .aid, 
Mr hi .imr s j>alh‘i I.t r hr.uurti ujih plr.wure. 
“ Ah. llirn, ! ,un ihr jw.uri ..f ihr nrw-. ! ” He 
los'k .1 lrir).;)4)n »tt|{ uj (m sr.f jan krf 

" l)rat Mil H..hn.” hr said uifh unh imusual 
W.ilinfli ihaf shr Ma,» ifaiflrd tr* (hr i haiutr wartUth 
inadr »» hn nnali jialr nn ’* Dr.u Mi*.. IJoJm, 
hrrr is ymr rrwaid. I hail hrard rniinnir% of this 
iHit I had naid noihiitii, nut svanftii!.; to raise hojKs 
tifily to dash ilinn. (h»r nrvrr knom ; m n fttittlcr 
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and the President’s wife. AITnur tv,.. * 

you on a richly deserved honour, Mrs°HoIm“““‘' 

read!’°wrder^,r'"“ and 

^ -.os"“3i[ fn^Sca*” 

of the year, in recognition of your outrtT°'r“‘ 
qualities as a wife and homemaker for our K 
national hero Bert Holm. League of I ^ 
Homemakers.” American 

She looked at Mr Eramp o+. j , 
malevolence, the nl , surdity, the’ ridicule, I^’Ji.ntd 
accurate uony what she held in her hand 

It is 3. jf)kc i she whispered* 

Iiicltccl it is not, he S3.id hcErtily “ Tt’c 
pleteiy sincere and a wonderful tribute ’’ 

“ I don’t want it. I can’t take it,” she said She 
put the telegram on Ins desk. “ I should have tele- 
phoned you why came but I had something urSnt 
and I came .straight on. Please let’s put the telegfam 

Bmmc.” in^Portanq^Mn 

“ Yes, cenaitdy if yo« ^ish.” Mr. Brame 
coughed ami patted lus lips with his handkerchief 
and sat town, smclhng faintly, she perceived, of lamb 
chop.s. He wii.s trying as quickly as he could to nut 
aside the mtittcr of the telegram. ^ 

Cl ^ '1*'*,* ^ know il you know,” she began quietlv 
that John Baker ha.s in his possession a serious 
charge against my husband.” She stumbled slightlv 
over my husbttiul ' and then she went on “ it 
conccrn.s the death of Ronald Brugh.” 

Mr. Branie’.s jxile r>T,s bulged a little at her. He 
forgot the telegram completely. 

‘'Will you explain, Mrs. Holm? I’m afraid I 
don t take it m exactly,” he said. 

She explained as quickly as she could the four 
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public figure he now is, a man everybody believes 
in. Bert Holm could run for President if he 
wanted to on any ticket he chose. He’d be sure 
fire. The people would choose him because — here, 
look at these letters, Mrs. Holm. They’ll show 
you what I mean. He’s an actual part of all these 
lives.” 

Mr. Brame began in a frenzy to pull out one file 
folder after another. 

“ I’ve filed all of them by states, Mrs. Holm, 
Alabama, California, Connecticut, — not many from 
there — Delaware, Georgia, Kansas, Kentucky — 
well, you’ll find the whole country here and some 
from Americans abroad. It was a great question 
how to classify them.” He stopped to give her a 
pale glimmer of a twinkle. “ Once I thought I 
would do it by qualities or virtues, all alphabetically, 
of course, the great things we love to think we have 
more than other people — Ambition, Amiability, 
and so on — B for Bravery — Courage, you see, and 
Candour, Chastity — that would be very important 
— and after that, Daring and Drive and — skip E — 
and Frankness and Goodness and Honour — Home 
Life, you know — there would be a lot in that after 
your own medal — and a lot on R — Romance — 
that would have been mostly about you and Mr. 
Holm and your perfect marriage — and so forth. 
I’ve even got letters I could have put into Z — Zest, 
you know. But I gave up the idea as being perhaps 
a little romantic for a business office.” 

She laughed a little sadly with him and then 
forgot laughter. “ Mr. Brame, if John Baker is 
right ” 

Mr. Brame grew still more excited. “ I’m going 
this instant to find John Baker. Mrs. Holm, right 
or wrong has nothing at all to do with this. Now 
Joint Baker could be absolutely right in one thing 
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had become Smedley’s business to see them talffr 
away as soon as they came. 

But they had been here, after all, lying in wait for 
her. She reached out an unwilling hand and picked 
one up — n small cheap white sheet of paper, a girl’s 
probably, a servant girl’s. 

But it was not. It was a letter written by a 
young boy, a cripple, a boy who dreamed of aero- 
planes and flying and spent his days in a chair with 
his legs in steel braces. He had written this not 
long ago ' — slie glanced at the date — when Bert was 
climbing Pangbat. 

“ Every day I read in the newspapers about how 
you are figliting your way up the mountain. I got 
my mother to find me a book in the library about 
mountain climbing. I wish I could buy the book to 
keep it to help me remember. But we are poor so I 
can’t. But I would like you to know that you help 
me to keep on fighting, too, and trying to walk. 
Every day I say, ‘ Bert Holm’s fighting his way, step 
by step. I can, too.’ So I get up and take one step 
and then the next, and I pretend I am climbing 
beside you. And when I sweat I think about how 
the going is hard for you, and when it hurts I 
pretend it’s frostbite, and I got to rub my legs like 
you do when you start freezing.” 

She put the letter down. She could hear the 
boy’s voice. “I’m sentimental,” she thought scorn- 
fully. But she took up another letter and another. 

“ Dear Bert, you arc so wise, so wonderful, tell 
me what to do. The man I love doesn’t love me.” 

“ Bert, do you believe a man has to stay by his 
mother just because she won’t learn to like the girl 
he wants to marry ? ” 

“ Bert, I have lost my job and have three 
children — — ” 

“ Bert, do you believe there’s going to be war- 
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Voice upon voice upon voice of the people crying 
to Him ! 

This was that public she had so hated and feared. 
She saw them and heard them at last and knew them 
for what they were — only people, separately feeling 
and longing and searching for that which they could 
worship, since worship they must, being helpless in 
themselves. If she tore down by her desertion the 
image they had made to worship, how could she 
escape what she did ? 

She sat swept into a comprehensioi;;! suddenly as 
vast as the universe. She leaned her head on her 
hands and trembled with comprehension and would 
have wept and could not. Tears were too small, 
herself even too small, before this immense pathetic 
need of helpless beings to worship and to dream. 
And upon her like a judgment came certainty, in- 
exorable and huge. She could not break the image. 
She was no iconoclast. She could not break into the 
temple and smash down the god. She dared not. 
For then there would be only emptiness — the awful 
emptiness of the dream lost. No, not when she 
herself had gone through that once upon a time 
could she bring it to pass upon the least of these. She 
saw something else. She saw now the real reason 
why she had not gone to Norman at once, even for 
love. Norman could not put back himself, whom 
he had torn down from that high place where once 
she had worshipped him — never, never ! He could 
never be again to her what once he had been — a 
god, a dream. She could not, in the pitiless clarity 
out of what she had herself known and suffered 
destroy the dream of all these to whom Bert 
Holm meant Achievement — Ambition — Bravery 
— Courage — Chastity — Daring — Frankness — 
Generosity — Her mind rushed over the big beauti- 
ful words that held, like golden grails, the highest 
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that millions of people together can imagine in a 
god. 

She could not do it. As cjuietly as the sun sets 
upon the day, she gave up her separate secret hope 
of the end which she had thought might be. No, she 
was so made that she could not do it. The dream 
must be kept, whole and undimmed, in all the glory 
of its untruth. For it did not matter what Bert 
Holm really was. It mattered less what she was and 
whether or not she was happy. Besides, she could 
never be happy anyway, not if she betrayed these 
voices. She knew herself. 

She picked up the telegram she had thrown down 
and read it again, “You have been unanimously 
chosen ” 

The door burst open and Mr. Brame came in. 
He was looking cheerful again. 

“ Ah, Mrs. Holm ! ” he said. “ I do hope you 
have reconsidered that ! ” 

“ How can I accept it ? ” she asked. Indeed how 
could she ? 

Mr. Brame saw her distress and entirely mis- 
understood it. 

“ Dear lady,” he said soothingly, and sat down. 
“ It is natural, with your modesty, that you should 
feel overwhelmed, but believe me when I tell you 
that millions of people will rejoice in this recogni- 
tion of Bert Holm’s wife. Now just leave it all to 
me. I will frame a suitable acceptance and arrange 
the occasion for the presentation of the medal. 
Don’t give it a thought ; just remember how much 
pleasure you will be giving many faithful women, 
working obscurely in their homes, who in you fulfil 
themselves.” 

She woke enough in her stunned silence, the 
yellow paper in her hand, to think, “He’s preparing 
the publicity already.” But Mr. Brame was going 
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through.” He leaned back, sighed and smiled. I 
don’t mind telling you,” he remarked, I was more 
scared an hour ago than the day you came in here 
and talked about a divorce. Well, that passed, and 
you’ve received your reward in this telegram. If the 
American Homemakers knew, I am sure they would 
only appreciate you the more. But for a moment 
what Baker said was a horrible possibility. I saw 
Bert Holm accused of — of murder, even.” 

He is as innocent as a child,” she said. 

Yes, of course he is,” Mr. Brame said. Well, 
his men may talk, but a nation full of people won’t 
believe a handful of men. This will pass too.” 

Yes,” she agreed, “ it will all pass — ” She looked 
across the desk at this peculiar man, and suddenly 
she saw that he at least would understand her. 

After all, dreams are all that most people have to 
live by,” she said. Out of mere duty, one can’t — 
destroy them.” 

He looked back at her with a startled pleasure. 

Exactly,” lie said. “You see it.” 

But what she really saw in his pale appreciative eyes 
was his own soul, as wistful as any other. As little 
as any other could it have endured the destruction 
threatened to the image he had made. Then he 
coughed and covered his soul. 

“ Now,” he said briskly, “ now for the build- 
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